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Dedication
The Teacher-Fellows of the 1999 Jacksonville
State University Writing Project dedicate this
anthology to Judy Ramsey and Tessa Davis, who
helped us "piece it together." We would
especially like to thank Judy Ramsey for the
dedication, commitment, and professionalism she
showed while working many long hours making
our institute a success.

Foreword
"Blank paper ... the final frontier. These are the voyages of
the Starship Summer Institute '99. Its ongoing mission ... to
discover new teaching methods, to seek out new friends and
strange new ways to write. To boldly go (of course, we know
that is a split infinitive) where no writers have gone before."

Christine Smart
WP'99
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1999 Teacher-Fellows
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Kenny Clevenger
402 Whispering Pines Road
Rainbow City, AL 35906
(256) 442-5027

Southside High School
2150 Highway 77
Southside, AL 35907
9 th - 10th grades
World History/English .
(256) 442-2172

Kenny is a 1998 graduate of
Jacksonville State University. He
teaches ninth grade world history and
tenth grade English at his alma mater,
Southside High School. He is currently
pursuing his MA in English at
Jacksonville State University.

Sudealia Douthard
11941 US Highway 431
Ohatchee, AL 36271
(256) 892-3092
sdouthar@cybertyme.com

Litchfield High School
1109 Hoke Street
Gadsden, AL 35903
11th - 12th grades Grammar,
American Literature,
British Literature
(256) 492-3061

Sudealia is a graduate of the University
of Alabama and Jacksonville State
University. She has been teaching 11 th
grade and 12th grade Grammar,
American Literature, and British
Literature for fifteen years at Litchfield
High School.

Sonja McCord Fincher
PO Box 637
Wedowee, AL 36278
(256) 357-2953

Southern Union State
Community College
Wadley Campus
Wadley, AL 36276
Dance/English
(256) 395-2211

Sonja is a graduate of the University of
Alabama, where she received her BS in
Public Relations in 1983. She is
currently working on her MA in English
at Jacksonville State University. She
enjoys books, theatre, water sports, and
travel.

Margaret Hendrix
501 Wade Road
Munford, AL 36268
(256) 315-9712

Zora Ellis Junior High
40 I Elm Street
Talladega, AL 35160
8th grade English
(256) 362-420 I

Margaret graduated from the University
of Montevallo receiving her M.Ed. in
Language Arts. She teaches English 8.
Her interests are creative arts in any
style, cats, and young people.

Brenda Morgan
437 Fieldon Avenue
Glencoe,AL 35905
(256) 492-7476

Glencoe Elementary School
207 N College Street
Glencoe, AL 35905
2"d grade
(256) 492-4709

Brenda received her BS in Elementary
Education from Jacksonville State
University and her MA from the
University of Alabama. She has taught
a total of twenty-six years in Talladega
and Etowah counties. Leisure hours are
spent enjoying her family, church
activities, gardening, painting, and
traveling.
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Ana Torres-Norton
211 Tomahawk Trail
Anniston, AL 36206
(256) 820-6942

The Donoho School
2501 Henry Road
Anniston, AL 36207
9th - 12'h grades
Spanish I-IV
(256) 237-5477

Ana received her BA from the
University of Puerto Rico in her native
city of San Juan. She received her M.S.
Ed. from Jacksonville State University
in 1995. She has taught Spanish and
history at The Donoho School in
Anniston for ten years. She enjoys
home improvement projects,
photography, ballroom dancing, and
traveling.

Dorothy Phillips
PO Box 4327
Anniston, AL 36204
(256) 237-0172
tot67@yahoo.com

Anniston High School
1301 Woodstock Avenue
Anniston, AL 36202
10"' - 11th grades
English/ Speech
(256) 231-50 I 0

Dorothy is a graduate of Jacksonville
State University with a BS in Language
Arts. She is presently completing a MS
at Jacksonville State University. Her
interests include reading, crocheting,
and traveling.

Sandra Plenty-Perteet
PO Box 70206
Tuscaloosa, AL 35407
(205) 758-4615

Central High West Campus
1715 MLK, Jr., Blvd.
Tuscaloosa, AL 35401
9 th - 11 th grades
English/Literature
(205) 759-3720

Sandra holds an Ed.S. in Secondary
Education (English) and an MA in
Administration and Supervision (P-12)
from the University of Alabama in
Tuscaloosa. She received her BA in
English and Business Administration
from Stillman College. During the past
thirteen years, she has taught at Central
High (West). Her interests include
family, traveling, reading, and writing.

Christine Smart
334 Dennis Street SW
Jacksonville, AL 36265
(256) 435-7101
smartcl@yahoo.com

Christine is a graduate of Jacksonville
State University with BS in Education.
in Secondary Language Arts. Currently,
she is seeking employment in Louisiana
where she and her cat, Bi tty, are moving
with her husband-to-be, Rick Phillips.
Her interests include reading, sewing,
and writing.
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STAFF

Lisa M. Williams
Director
117 Stone Center
Jacksonville, AL 36265
(256) 782-5410

Jacksonville State University
English Department
700 Pelham Road North
Jacksonville, AL 36265
(256) 782-5410

Gloria Horton
Co-Director
214 Stone Center
Jacksonville, AL 36265
(256) 782-5410
ghorton@jsucc.jsu.edu

Jacksonville State University
English Department
700 Pelham Road North
Jacksonville, AL 36265
(256) 782-5409

Madeline Wigley
Assistant Director
130 Gunnels Street
Oxford, AL 36203
(256) 831-1542

Oxford High School
915 Stewart Street
Oxford, Al 36203
(256) 831-7505
9th - 12th grades Humanities
11th - 12th grades Drama I, II

Lisa teaches English at Jacksonville
State University where she is the
Director of the Jacksonville State
University Writing Project and is also
currently serving as Acting Associate
Dean of The College of Arts and
Sciences. Lisa is a graduate of Auburn
University (BS, MA). Her special
interests in the teaching of composition
include writing communities and
response to writing. Her hobbies are
herb gardening, flower arranging,
gourmet cooking, and reading.

Gloria is a graduate of the University of
Alabama, where she received her BS in
Education and her MA in English. She
also has thirty-nine hours of doctoral
course work. Gloria is an English
instructor at Jacksonville State
University. Her interests include
writing poetry, reading, writing for
professional publication, and enjoying
her family, including her cats.

Madeline received her BS and Master's
Degree from Jacksonville State
University. She has taught for the last
eight years at Oxford High School. She
is presently teaching Humanities and
Drama. Her interests include reading,
traveling, and sailing.
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Round Table Discussions

Demonstration Summaries 5
Newsletters in World History Classrooms

This demonstration is designed to show teachers how writing can be used across
the cmTiculum. Newsletters disguise researching and writing assignments with
parameters that are fun for students. Students are divided into groups and instructed to
create newsletters consisting of two articles (one straight and one slanted), one
propaganda cartoon or drawing, an original logo, and at least one political advertisement.
Students must research their topics to complete the assignment. Newsletters also
produce fine examples of student work that can be published on bulletin boards and
classroom walls.
Kenny Clevenger

Found Poetry

Starting a writing session is the hardest part of developing a writing community.
This demonstration provides ideas that stimulate students and teachers to develop a
writing relationship. Two exercises, found poetry and developing poetry from journal
writing, are used to help develop this process. Each of the exercises supports the theories
that a poem does not have to rhyme and that poetry can be used to teach grammar skills.
Sudealia Douthard

Choreography: A Part of the Process

Choreography allows students to experience movement as part of the writing
process. Students realize the similarities between the process of choreography and the
process of composition as they select short pieces of literature, explore movements,
analyze meanings, synthesize parts, edit/refine movements and meanings, perform, and
finally write cinquain poems. As they view their movement performances and recite their
cinquains, they realize the links between their kinesthetic world and their academic
world.
Sonja McCord Fincher

Inspirational Creature

Rocks are turned into creatures with the help of glue, fabric and miscellaneous
craft items. Students use these pets as a basis for writing assignments. Naming the pet is
the first assignment. The name must have meaning. Other assignments might include
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creating a wardrobe, finding a home, building an economic structure, or placing the
creature in history. The rocks are kept in a "cage" for inspirational use throughout the
year.
Margaret Hendrix

Writing Across the Cuniculum
Using Pioneer Journals
Reading a story about westward expansion and the Oregon Trail provides an
excellent opportunity for the use of simulated journals and writing across the curriculum.
Participants assume the role of a pioneer traveling the two thousand-mile Oregon Trail
during the early 1800s. They view portions of a video, read the text, and complete a
sensory square in preparation for the journal writing experience. During this multisensory experience, the group makes butter by shaking whipping cream until clumps
form. While sampling this product, participants construct journals and then write entries
that reflect the beauty, adventure, and hardship experienced by the typical pioneer.
Brenda Morgan

Transferring Skills into a Foreign Language:
Descriptive Writing, The Fashion Statements
For most high school students, fashion is a common preoccupation. This project
helps to break the writing barrier between the native and the new language. This activity
is designed for the second semester of first year Spanish. After the introduction of the
clothing vocabulary unit, some sentence models are presented. The students are asked to
write a creative and vivid description of their writing partner's outfit. The assignment is
completed in English and in Spanish. The students enjoy performing in a videotaped
fashion show. The Spanish descriptions are read by the students during their
performance.
Ana Torres-Norton

Writing a Concrete Poem
The concise nature of poet1y can be a selling point for students who have been
producing paragraphs, essays, and even longer writing projects. The objective of this unit
is to encourage students to use physical shape as well as words to convey meaning. First,
students create the sketch of an object. Then, they use expressive language to describe in
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words the object they have drawn. Finally, they arrange the words so that they resemble
the drawing. This strategy/lesson works because students are granted poetic license.
Sandra Plenty-Perteet

Descriptive Writing
Descriptive writing is introduced with a demonstration in which students identify
sights, sounds, smells, textures and tastes of objects. The students then make a sensory
word collage by cutting out words found in magazines. From the word collage, students
write a paper to describe an object, a place or a person.
Dorothy Phillips

Exploring Japanese Culture Through Poetry:
The Art of Haiku
Multicultural education experiences come in all shapes and sizes. Haiku is a
deceptively easy style of poetry that challenges students and inspires them to write.
Experiences outside of the students' own culture make the students aware of different
countries and different ways of life. Haiku bridges the gap between Western and Eastern
philosophies by helping the students become aware of similarities such as the
appreciation of nature and a need for community. This lesson is appropriate, in varying
degrees, to use from elementary to secondaty school level. It also serves as a gentle
introduction or reminder of the writing process and prepares the students to attempt more
difficult styles of poetry or prose.
Christine Smart

Reflections in the Humanities Classroom
Art appreciation is one aspect of the humanities classroom. This activity enables
the student to identify the characteristics of cave drawings as early art, create a work of
art with charcoal and paper, and write a written interpretation of the drawing. Through
the process of writing about the drawing, students are led to an appreciation of the work
and its connection to them.
Madeline U. Wigley

I,
I

8

Kenny C{evenger

j :

I

I.

"He who 6efieves that the_past cannot 6e changed
has not yet written his memoirs."
--Torvald Gahfin
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Writing Across the Curriculum:
Using Newsletters in the Classroom
Writing across the curriculum has been pondered in professional circles for many
years. Being a teacher of both world history and English, I am constantly defending this
topic. Some of my colleagues in the history department at my school have complained
about making their students write in the classroom. They say it takes away from their
lecturing time. Of course it does! Students are not supposed to be lectured to continually
all day. If we do that as teachers, we are hurting our students tremendously. Students
need the freedom to think issues through on their own. Critical thinking internalizes
learning within a student's intellect. Writing is the best way to confirm that
internalization is progressing as it should.
Once teachers across the curriculum have accepted that writing is a valid learning
tool within their chosen field, they must then begin to use writing assignments in their
classrooms. Writing across the curriculum needs to go beyond the over-used report on a
famous person in a chosen field. It needs to be more interesting for students. If learning
is not interesting, it will never become internalized. Therefore, it is the teacher's duty to
give ownership of writing back to the students (Paul 63).
I am an avid proponent of writing across the curriculum. My inspiration comes
from a lesson I use in my world history classroom. I incorporate newsletter production
into political party and propaganda lessons to allow students to research, write, and enjoy
what they are doing. Students learn research skills as well as ways to recognize the
difference between straight and slanted news articles. I have found that this lesson allows
students to get creative with their writing while remaining true to historical facts.
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First, we discuss propaganda usage within political parties during the early 1900s
in Europe. I use two activities to acquaint students with propaganda. Students are asked
to view advertisements from the time period and analyze the hidden meanings within
each example. Students then have to find examples of propaganda in modern magazines
and newspapers.
Following this introduction to propaganda, students are shown two news articles
on the same subject. One is a straight article complete with who, what, where, when, why,
and how. The other is a slanted article which includes blatant propaganda references.
These articles become models for the writings that will be placed in the students'
newsletters. It is important that the students understand the parameters of both writing
styles before they are asked to produce them.
Once propaganda is clear to the students, I instruct them in the research that will
be required for this assignment. I refer students to the research table in my classroom that
is stocked with encyclopedia, textbooks, and various other primary and secondary
resources. Students are encouraged to use as many outside resources from our school
library as they like. Likewise, this week-long activity is underscored by lectures and
exercises during class time.
After setting the foundation, I assign groups and political parties. Each group is a
different party, including Nazis, fascists, and socialists. Groups are then instructed to
compose a newsletter complete with each of the following:
•

two articles (one straight and one slanted)

•

one propaganda cartoon or drawing
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•

an original logo or name

•

at least one advertisement for the party

Students are allowed one week for this assignment. Time is allotted in and out of
class. Students are encouraged to be creative with setup and layout. Typing is suggested,
but optional. They produce some truly magnificent newsletters. Each time I try this
activity, I am rewarded with wonderfully creative compositions, so many in fact that I
have altered this assignment to fit other historical time periods such as the industrial
revolution of the 1700s or the social revolution of the 1800s.
Assessment is determined by individual participation within the group. Students
themselves delegate the authority within each team. On occasion, I have given group
grades for the project as a whole. However, since this assignment is easily divided, I
often give grades for students' individual works. Upon their completion, I post
newsletters on a bulletin board in the classroom. Making the students responsible for
their own work gives validity to the assignment for them. Publishing newsletters on the
board makes them feel like their contribution is a concrete part of the classroom.
Many teachers in all subject areas recognize the need for writing in the classroom
but do not know how to evaluate or use writing effectively. Writing teachers and teachers
of other subjects can come together to create and monitor writing projects in all
classrooms. When teachers begin to work as a team of professionals guiding and
supporting one another, students can only benefit. If cross-curricular teachers look long
enough at their individual subjects, they will begin to see that there are endless
possibilities for writing within every discipline. Priscilla Davidson, in her article
"Writing Across the Disciplines: A Memo to Colleagues," goes so far as to suggest
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writing assignments for classes other than her own. She does this in hopes that she will
"provide a group portrait of our students as writers and learners, and to outline their
special needs as language users." (243).
Schools across the country are moving toward a writing across the curriculum
(WAC) concept. First modeled by universities and colleges, this innovation has grown
over the past quarter of a century to include secondary and elementary schools. One such
school, Totino-Grace High School in Fridely, Minnesota, has found great success with
WAC. Through its program, this school even obtained money for computers in its
classrooms (Paul 60). Researchers Allen R. Dale and Sharon L. Hanson have found that
students work at high levels of Bloom's taxonomy when writing in prose lab journals.
They report that "This sort of project makes 'writing across the curriculum' a practical
concept rather than a vague buzzword" (Dale 84).

If writing across the cutTiculum affords students a chance to work at the highest
levels of Bloom's taxonomy and if these programs have enhanced the technological
advancement of so many schools, how can we refuse our own students those same gifts
and chances of advancement? We are bound by our responsibilities as teachers to help
our students any way we can. Therefore, we cannot justify the premise that teachers
across the curriculum do not have the time or ability to grade writing projects. By
working together as a team of professionals, writing teachers and cross-curricular teachers
can overcome that obstacle for the enhancement of students' knowledge in
all subject areas (Paul 64).
I am convinced that newsletters and other such projects could be used in any
subject to further students' intellectual development. Imagine a biology class newsletter
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on the advances in scientific research since 1900 or a geometry class newsletter on the
use of the Pythagorean theorem in modern day recreational activities. But newsletters are
only one application of the WAC program in today's schools. Many others exist in
various journals across our profession.
The one remaining benefit of using newsletters in a classroom is that they can be
published on bulletin boards and posters across our classrooms. Students need that
encouragement for a job well done. They are often starved for attention and many times
need to know that they are contributing to the class. After all, teaching is supposed to be
for the students. We are motivators as much as we are lecturers. I continue to use
newsletters in my classes in hopes that my students learn more than a raw set of facts. I
want them to become a part of the subject, and with these assignments, I think that they
do.

Works Cited
Dale, Allen R. and Sharon L. Hanson. "Conversations with a Petri Dish." The American
Biology Teacher 55 (1993): 84.
Davidson, Priscilla. "Writing Across the Disciplines: A Memo to Colleagues." Courses
for Change in Writing. Eds. Carl H. Klaus and Nancy Jones. Upper Montclaire,
NJ: Boynton/Cook Publishers, Inc., 1984. 241-59.
Paul, Dick. "An Integration/Inservice Model that Works." Technological Horizons In
Education Joumal 21 (1994): 60-62.
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Doppleganger
Two faces rest side by side
on pages of a picture book.
Two sets of eyes, two noses, two smiles:
images which reflect the other
as if, when closed, all that rests between
paper and page is a mirror of translucent years.
I've never seen this
and you kept your secret well
as if waiting for me
to age like some wine.
Am I old enough now
to know that all your caught gazes
were at someone not me,
but a child whose sandy-blonde hair
and big azure eyes
have long since lost their glow?
You've shown me a prize,
and I accept it.
Common poses, similar placements,
but different insides
as if each onyx-black pupil hides
a title page all its own,
not quite different, but not quite the same.
In perplexed, numb understanding,
I stare at your picture book
and ask that you now stop
filling every page. Now
only my pages should continue
and his should be left empty
both in reverence for him
and acceptance for me.
Too often I have wanted
you to know me and to listen to me
but have found you staring through me
with unknowing eyes.
Now the child has surpassed
his father
and deserves his own place
in your memory.
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Sudeafia Doutfiard

"Poetry is an eclio, asking a sliadow to dance."
-Car( Sandburg

Douthard 16
Hands
Hands
Strong hands
Black hands
Trimmed in beige,
plum,
black,
and red.
How many babies have you held,
faces washed,
meals cooked,
hearts mended?
How many times have you reached for love
And found it/ not?
Time ages your body,
Wrinkles your face,
Slows your steps,
Dims your eyes,
But you still reach,
search,
feel,
Grasp for your past,
And search for your future.
Hands stretched forth in wonderment
strength,
power.
Hands that have worked for minimum wage,
Clapped to the rhythm of "Amazing Grace,"
Prayed for peace,
Built a nation,
Sounded out ivory keys.
Blessed GRACE you have shown,
given,
held,
In hands trimmed in brown,
hot pink,
and orange.
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It May Be

He held her hand and walked slowly toward the car, both of her hands in his
strong, rough hands. Strange, he had held her like this before, but this time she
sensed something different. There was no sense of deja vu in this meeting; something
was different. Suddenly, Harold moved his hand down her spine to the small of her
back and began to steer her down the long narrow corridor of his garden.
"What's wrong?" Jasmine began to ask. "Why are you acting so strangely?
Where are we going? "
Harold made some sort of noise with his mouth that sounded as if air were
being passed through the mouth of a popped balloon; then he covered his face with a
dirty, twisted smile. Harold said, "You must be quiet.. .. This is our time together."
Jasmine tried to let the man that she loved be her tmsted guide through the
dampness of the garden and into the unknown, but it was hard. Harold had never
behaved this way, and his actions were beginning to make her nervous. She tried
desperately to see the man she loved, but her heart had blinded her with fear. The path
continued for what seemed to be a mile. Time passed slowly, the birds stopped their
cheerful singing, and the clouds no longer had the face of the sun to brighten the
pathway. Jasmine felt her life transcend her body as Harold turned and moved his
comforting left hand from the small of her back to a place below her chin and pressed
her skinny neck with his rigid, firm hand.
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"What are you doing?" screamed Jasmine. "What is wrong with you?" As
she yelled, tears began to fall from her face ... and somehow she found the power to
pull at his ever-tightening hand with her right hand. "STOP IT!" she cried, I thought
we were .... "

A bright light flashed before her eyes. She lost her focus and began squinting
to control the entrance of light.
"I just wanted to do this," Harold said, quickly moving his hand towards her
face. Jasmine jumped and focused on the shiny object on the tip of Harold's finger.

It was a diamond engagement ring.
"I only wanted to give you this and ask you to be mine. I'm sorry if I
frightened you, but will you marry me ?"
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Seeing the Promise

For as long as I can remember, I have always wanted to teach. Teaching was
my highest goal and aspiration, and nothing was to ever stand in my way. Instead of
playing games such as "Mother May I" or "Simon Says," I played teacher. When I
think of those good old days growing up on Maple Street, I realize that I was never
the janitor, never a secretary, never the counselor, not even the principal; I was always
the teacher. Somewhere, loving teachers had impressed me with their knowledge,
their artistry, their creativity, their desire for my success. It may have been Sister
Teresa Rose, my first grade teacher, who discovered that I had a vision problem, or
Mrs. Mary Lee, who taught me my first Bible verse (Matthew 7: 7-9). It may have
been Mrs. B. T. Webb, who pulled me out of my ninth grade class and gave me the
epic poem "Curfew Must Not Ring Tonight" to dramatize and recite for a city-wide
talent show which I won. Then again, it may have been a teacher who did not think of
himself as a teacher. Rev. Robert Douglas wrote a stirring poem about a little black
girl who made up her mind that "I Arn Determined to be Somebody Someday." I later
found out that this poem was written for me. He like others, had seen some promise
in me. Rev. Robert Douglas was the person who took me to Miles College,
introduced me to President Pitts, and enrolled me in college as his dependent. He was
not my father--just my pastor.
Seeing promise in our children is the only reason to answer the call to teach.
How often have we started our new year of teaching with preconceived ideas about
students and their capabilities. I remember the first day of my first real job. Another
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teacher from across the hall walked over to check on my progress as I cleaned my
room. Trying to hold a conversation, she asked, "Did you bring your gun with you?"
Shocked, I tried to compose myself and answer what she said. She quickly replied,
"You'll need it; mine is in my bottom drawer. These are some bad kids!"
I have never had to use or carry a weapon to school, and my students know that
when I" write them up," even that type of punishment hurts me. When the mind has
to deal with ideas that have been embedded by public perception of our school
systems and by whether or not Johnny can read or if Susie is a gang member, the job
of teaching becomes The Last Tango in Paris with a monster called Herman. I agree
and understand that some of our problems stem from the lack of minority teachers
that would be seen as role models for our minority students. Yet, I still can recognize
that teachers come in all colors--red, black, brown, yellow, and green-- and these
colors allow anyone to be creative in catching the eye and talents of our students.
Dr. David Satcher, U.S. Surgeon General, addressed this problem of commitment of
teachers by saying, "Teachers in the United States, including many Blacks, have lost
their focus in the 1990s. Our teachers," he said, "taught us as if our own freedom
depended on it. Not only were they talented and smart, but they cared about us and
our futures" (Henderson I).
Seeing the promise and allowing the student to grow instead of becoming the
recipient of the limited knowledge handed down from one generation to the next
presents a challenge to all teachers. Promise is hope, hope brings knowledge, and we
should never promise more than we as teachers can perform. Promise is embedded,
and the understanding of how we get from here to there comes with life's experiences.
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It can be easily destroyed through perceptions which suggest or imply that because of
the color of one's skin or socio-economic background, one has no promise. Promise
brings about freedom when it is recognized as that part of the student that places the
light of knowledge within his heart.

Works Cited
Henderson, James. "Satcher Addresses." The Anniston Star, July 4, 1999, page I.
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Revisit, Rethink, Redo
Completing this class in 1990 left me with ideas on top of ideas of how I
wanted my classes to be organized and how important it was to develop a writing
community. After almost nine years of teaching, I again felt that desire to revisit those
things that made me feel successful, confident, and eager to teach. I was suffering
from burnout, not the type that comes with stress, but the kind that causes a teacher to
become indolent, lifeless, as if in need of a blood transfusion. These are not just my
symptoms, but symptoms of a country filled with teachers who are in need of a visit
to that spot where teaching means something. The ideal teacher knows of one spot or
subject that stirs his soul to make him once again think and, in learning to think,
become a better \eacher. The strain of SAT9, the Alabama Graduation Examination,
the Writing Proficiency Test, and /or college entrance examination diminishes the
teacher. Feeling over prepared can only lead to being unprepared, and like all good
Girl Scouts, teachers should always be prepared. And so I returned to JSU Writing
Project.
The Jacksonville State University Writing Project is the oasis in the middle of
the sea of testing. The project provides for the understanding of the process of
writing, the supplying of new and innovative ways of writing, and it stresses success
through involvement of students and teachers. The JSUWP allows one to rethink all
the old ideas and bring them either into the present or alter them for the future. Efforts
are based on that theory that teachers should help teachers to think and write and
forget the old ideas that have not and will not work. Having a teacher-fellow as a
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guide into writing means many heads instead of one, with new feelings of life because
of the infusion of ideas and creative ways of learning and teaching.
Having made steps to revisit "the first love" and having had the opportunity to
rethink antiquated ideas and thesis, now it is time to redo. Redoing means leaving
behind the past and planning for the future. Redoing means tearing up the old dress
and making a new quilt, a quilt that provides competent, learned individuals who are
prepared for the future, all because teachers have been taught by teachers who are not
afraid of the innovative process taught and retaught by the JSUWP. Losing the fear of
not being an effective individual is the dilemma of teachers who are burned out and in
need of revisiting their roots or becoming a pait of a new community of writers. The
most positive way in which to rejuvenate and become useful once more is to do
something for yourself...Join the writing project and become a writer for life.
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Sonja McCord Fincher
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Tlie mina "is an encliantea tliing (j/(e tlie g(aze on a katydia-wing"
--Marianne Moore
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Can You Remember?
Jan, can you remember? Of course, you can't really remember--but you've heard
the story. I can't believe Momma let you go to school with me. You were only four years
old, but what a fit you pitched when I started to school. Momma thought you'd quit
crying after a day or so, but you didn't. Momma finally gave in to you and said to me,
"Mavis, you'll have to take Jan with you to school because she cries the whole time you're
gone." Of course, our big brothers--1..eon, Clyde, and Rex--were embarrassed by you; you
were still a baby to them. But I took you with me each day because you were my baby
sister, my little Clanda Jan. In ·fact, I was proud to have you in first grade with me. You
were so cute with your golden curls and chubby cheeks. You were good, too--most of the
time, anyway.
I'll never forget that late October morning. We waited by the big oak at the fork,
listening for Mr. Frank and the big yellow school bus. When Mr. Frank drove up, we got
on the bus with Leon, Clyde, and Rex; as usual, the boys sat in the back with the older
children while we sat on the first seat behind Mr. Frank. We were almost to the
schoolhouse when you started crying--not dainty tears, but big, old, wet, sobbing tears. I
asked you what was wrong, but you couldn't stop crying long enough to answer. The
boys came up front to check on you, but you wouldn't talk to them, either. Even Clyde
couldn't make you smile.
Once we got to school, Mr. Frank and Miss Ila started asking, "What is wrong?
Are you sick? Do you want to go home?" You just cried louder. Finally, Mr. Frank said
that he'd take you back home to Momma, but you shook your head and cried some more.
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Miss Ila took the other students into the schoolhouse for lessons, and I took you behind
the building and demanded to know what was wrong with you. After a few minutes, you
wiped your eyes and rubbed your runny nose. Then, you reached up and pulled my ear
down so that I could hear you whisper, "I forgot to wear my panties." I didn't know what
to do; I didn't want anyone, especially Miss Ila, to know the truth. I thought long and
hard, and finally did it. I gave you my panties. You smiled, wiped your face clean,
twirled around in your blue-checked dress, and skipped around the building and up the
steps to class. With my hands firmly by my side, I held my red dress down as I somberly
walked into the classroom.
We kept the secret all day long--or at least until we saw Momma that afternoon. I
think Momma told everyone in town about the misadventures of her darling girls. I'm
glad Momma can't see you now, Jan. I look down at you, so very weak, so many tubes
and needles invading your body. I watch as you struggle to take each breath. I wish I
could give you my panties.
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My Neighborhood
I am from a neighborhood,
a playground of wild Apache braves,
a front yard of home run hitters,
a backyard of beauty queens,
and a swimming pool filled with mermaids!
Sometimes there were no daddies.
I am from a neighborhood,
where I lived on a yacht
and ate Little Debbie cakes,
where I sat on the curb
and drank moonlight cocktails
made in my Whiz Fizz Soda Fountain Machine.
Sometimes my mother had headaches.
In my neighborhood,
I was a little princess,
a hip chick, a sweet pea,
the teacher's pet,
a silly monkey, and a wiggly worm.
Once I broke my brother's nose.
In my neighborhood,
I dreamed of pink ballgowns,
long gloves, and glittering crowns,
found the clues that Nancy Drew missed,
loved Jesus and worshiped sunshine.
But sometimes I cried at lunch.
In my neighborhood,
I pranced down the pony trail,
rode miles with "no hands,"
danced circles around my friends,
climbed the highest tree in all the land.
I think I was set up for a fall!
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Dance: A Part of The Process
As an experienced dance teacher of sixteen years, I found myself teaching a
college-level, remedial English course for the first time last year. I began to adapt some
of the activities and exercises that I use in the dance studio for my English class.
Although I did not fully understand, I saw many links between the process of
choreography and the process of composition. I began to research dance in the academic
classroom. I soon realized that .there were other dance and education professionals who
believed in the commonality between dance and education, particularly the English
composition process.
Susan Griss, in Minds In Motion, gives several reasons for incorporating creative
movement and dance in the academic classroom. She believes that teachers who channel
children's abundant, natural, physical "kinesthetic" language into academic studies, such
as science, math, and English, allow those children to develop both sensory-motor skills
and cognitive skills (Griss 1-3). Griss explains that children gain infonnation by reading
words, observing, and physically experiencing their world. Citing a 1991 study by
Bellanca and Fogarty, Griss reminds readers that children remember more vividly and for
longer periods the things which they have personally experienced; even within the
confines of the classroom, kinesthetic learning can be more experiential than
"chalkboard-centered" learning (Griss 2).
Dan Kirby and Carol Kuykendall, in Mind Matters, point out additional benefits
of bringing the arts, including dance, into the classroom. They say that the "real world of
the arts is not so rarefied. It is a world of getting close and personal, of opening senses, of
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taking risks, of doing and undoing" (Kirby and Kuykendall 82). The classroom where
movement can be explored is also a rich environment where creative writing and critical
thinking can flourish--an environment where physical experience becomes the foundation
for abstract thought.
Susan Griss explains the connections between choreography and composition. She
says that choreography is a creative process which leads students to "develop a germ of an
idea through many stages of brainstorming and exploration, analysis and synthesis,
refinement and editing" (11). Students begin their choreographic "journey" by gathering
information about facts, feelings, and subjects that they know, explains Griss (11). As
questions are asked, new paths are explored, and connections are made, the work takes
the form of a dance or patterned movement. Students then make aesthetic decisions as to
what parts to keep, discard, repeat, reverse, and modify. After other students have
constructively criticized the choreographed piece and details have been refined, the work
can be performed in public (Griss 11-13). The steps involved in the choreography
process are basically the same steps as those in the writing process explained in most
English composition texts. The text that I use for my remedial class, Evergreen: A Guide
to Writing, includes these steps in the writing process: thinking about a topic; gathering
ideas about the topic; narrowing the topic; selecting and dropping ideas; arranging ideas;
writing a first draft; rethinking; rewriting; and proofreading (Fawcett 2).
Through the creation of dance, students develop "perseverance, concentration,
creative problem-solving skills, order, discipline, observation of detail, imagination,
independence, and cooperation'; (Griss 9). These are the same skills that students learn

Fincher 30
through creative writing. By providing these different ways of learning, many children
who might never experience success in the traditional classroom may experience success
through kinesthetic language (Griss 9, 10).
Dan Kirby writes of Carol Kuykendall's doubts about dance as a "nonverbal
rendition" of literature after she watched a student "wordlessly dancing Tom Wolfe's
essay 'Las Vegas'" (93). Kirby says that Kuykendall later realized that the dancer not
only understood the meaning, rhythm, and mood of Wolfe's essay but also translated the
essay into a "wordless medium'' with only her body and music (93). Kirby and
Kuykendall seem convinced that dance is another way for students to find meaning in
their world; the same thinking processes used in the arts are also used in other subjects
(93-97).
Kirby and Kuykendall seem to suggest that students who attend schools which
have arts in the classroom score higher on standardized tests. These authors point to the
students in Houston's High School for Visual and Performing Arts who consistently score
higher on tests measuring academic achievement than other students attending more
traditional schools in Houston. The authors also note that Houston's magnet school for
the arts has the "greatest proportionate number of National Merit Scholarship finalists of
any school in Houston" (81 ).
I hope teachers everywhere will open their minds to the ideas put forth by Susan
Griss, Dan Kirby, and Carol Kuykendall; I also hope a few will try integrating dance in
the academic classroom.
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Margaret Hendrix

I cannot vid you enter
Tlie liouse wisdom,
I can on(y (earl you to tlie
tlireslio(d your own mind.
--K. Givran
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Righting Writing
This has been the best of times; this has been the worst of times. Writing Project
has brought to my attention a new demeanor for teaching writing in my classroom.
Change will not be the easy way. However, it will be the right way when compared to the
process I have used. The following is one of the planks in my pedagogic creed:
Teaching and learning methodology and theory change constantly. I will reserve
time to renew my teaching skills and enhance knowledge of my field. My
classroom will never be perfect. Perfection is merely acceptance of the mundane.
The only way for students to see that change is not bad is to let them see that I can
be wrong. It is how I react and set out to make things better that will influence
their lives.
Georgia Beard's writings have really been an eye-opener for me. She uses poetry
and not only makes it an instrnment for teaching grammar, writing, and reading, but also
gives it to the instructor as a means of renewing the teaching spirit. An idea she mentions
in her book Awakening the Heart is to hang a map of the world in the room and pin
poetry from all over the world on it (Heard 6). Last year, I bought a cloth map of the
world, and we used it to point out where the stories we read originated. This year, the
map itself will be a "Living Anthology Project" (Heard 22), and it will be alive with
poems.
Another change will be my interaction with the students as they work. I have
always made things at home and taken them the next day as models. How wonderful it
will be to work with my students and learn as they learn. "'It is not the answer that
enlightens but the question,' says Ionesco" (Murray 39). Talking through the problems a
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writer faces while creating a piece will allow students to experience the work that goes
into worthwhile writing.
Listening is a skill that most teachers do not take the time to hone. There
are too many students and not enough time to get in all the required curriculum. Perhaps
if we really listen, some of the curriculum is already embedded in the mind of the student,
and our job is to allow them the access to the tools to unlock what they already know.
Murray says,
I must listen and the students must do the talking. That does not mean that
I am passive, for the act of listening requires immense concentration and
patient receptivity. I must create a climate in the writing conference in
which students can hear what they have to say so they can learn to listen to
their own writing. (64)
In taking the time to listen, I will develop my listening skills for students' writing.
My approach to the teaching of reading will take a giant step as I pick up
some of Nancy Atwell's suggestions in her book, In the Middle. The concept of students
writing letters to tell about what they read will be a welcome relief from book reports
(Atwell 277). Letter-writing skills will be used for more than a unit from the textbook.
Students will also be corresponding with each other, and that will open a new avenue of
expression for them. The storage of these letters will be another way to journal the year's
travel into knowledge.
The other avenue of my teaching which will undergo a major overhaul is grading.
In an attempt to assess rather than just give daily grades I will make long-term
assessments on pieces in progress. Thus, the grading process has become much longer
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and more complicated in my eyes. However, this type of assessment also opens up the
possibilities in each student and helps that student create logical lines of thinking and
writing. Writing and its assessment will open up the student's audience for writing just
as the response groups which I set up also evaluate it. Peers hearing their works will help
students become more alert to how their work sounds as they become aware of the people
that may be "listening" to their writing (Murray 64).
In opening myself to new teaching methods, I hope to open a new genre of
textbook for my students. I have always known what I wanted in my classroom; I just
have not quite know how to accomplish it and keep my basic premises about the rights of
each student.
This year, I will begin righting the writing in my classes. It will be a real journey,
and I cannot wait to begin my journal of the travels into a more responsive and
responsible way of teaching reading, writing, and grammar.
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Uncle Troy's
The house had been built by hand in the middle of a hundred-acre forest. They
had land. They did not have money. A tin roof made rainstorms noisy and interesting.
Various sheds in strange placements around the yard housed essential and nonessential
goods. Wonderful junk for a child to view and touch was stored in the haphazard
buildings.
Aunt Ethel would squea:l when we drove into the yard. We never called ahead.
They had no phone. "I'm sa proud ya'll come to visit!"
Her words always made me feel like some kind of royalty. Her highness,
Margaret, daughter of their excellencies, King Nelson and Queen Alma, had now arrived
in Bug Tussle, Alabama, to visit the peasants.
My aunt would run to get my uncle. She ran everywhere with a hand-rolled
cigarette, sending smoke signals along her track. While she was gone, I would search the
woodshed for new puppies. The old dogs would be with my uncle. At times, there were
as many as twenty dogs on the place. Big ones and little ones, old familiars, and new
wagging tails would usually hail our arrival.
Ethel would come running back with news that Troy would be home presently. I
could hardly wait, but I used my time wisely and went to see my sleeping place. A bed of
split logs held a down mattress piled high with vivid hand-sewn quilts. The sturdy bed
hovered in a corner of a tiny back bedroom. It was reserved for visiting royal children.
Fwoomph ! I would jump right into the squashy middle.
Next to the bed, a window with nail-tacked screen was always open. The tree
outside would pull me in on some tantalizing chicken chatter as the farm fowl roosted for
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the night. The garden was just beyond the tree. Warm weather magnified the smells of
ripe corn on the faint evening breeze that leaked in the window.
Suddenly, in the distance, shots would ring out. Within minutes, dogs would be
yipping and howling around my legs. They would leap and lick and sing my praises.
Uncle Troy was making his entrance.
Rail-thin, he wore overalls that hung from his blade-thin shoulders. All six-foot
two inches of him marched from the woods. Veteran of the Rough Riders, he perched his
gun on his shoulder. His felt fedora, worn like a helmet, touched the top of his bushy
eyebrows. In his free hand, rabbits would swing by the ears. Ethel would rnn to retrieve
the rabbits and then disappear into the house.
Troy would greet the royal guests. My mom was his baby sister. My dad was his
physical equal. I was the princess.
He never destroyed my dignity by picking me up. He would kneel before me. His
eyes would search my face to make sure I was happy before he kissed my hand. His
mustache would tickle. We would talk later as we walked, but for now, he would show
my dad some farm things.
Mother and I would join Aunt Ethel to fix a supper of fried rabbit with thick
gravy, baked sweet potatoes, fresh green beans, sliced garden tomatoes, and huge glasses
of iced tea. Yellow cake, with hard chocolate icing, would come from somewhere. After
supper, I would sleep knowing that tomorrow Uncle Troy and I would talk as we walked.
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Celebration and Decoration with Student Writing and Art
Writing Project reawakened my old thirst for knowledge. One night as I read
Awakening the Heart by Georgia Heard (I read all night), it dawned on me that I had been
using some of her concepts for years. I use student art, poems, and stories to decorate my
room all year, both to cover drab, ugly walls and publish the work students produce.
My year's decorations flow from August to May. Some stay up all year, and some
are changed each month. The following suggestions are inexpensive (music to a teacher's
ears) and art-friendly for everyone.
In August, I want to get to know my students as soon as possible. One of the first
assignments of the year requires the students to bring five small objects (unbreakable and
able to stay up all year) which represent five areas in their lives:
•
•
•
•
•

home
family
hobby or favorite sport
future (dreams)
a higher power.

To model the assignment, I show them my mobile from the year before. On a large
paper clip, I tie five varying lengths of different colored ribbon. At the end of each string
dangles one of my symbols. A spoon represents my home and the family get-togethers where
we do much eating. From the second string, I hang a picture of my six children, my four
grandchildren, and my husband. I only allow one picture in the assignment. The third string
has rosary beads because I love to travel and collect rosaries from each major city and
country. A pen represents my dream of becoming a published writer. On the last string
hangs a bookmark with my favorite Bible verse, Psalm 19: 11.
Across the ceiling in my room, I have strings of fishing line crisscrossing the tiles.
From these strings, I hang each of the student's mobiles. This year, the assignment will
include a list poem for each mobile.
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September is football, pep rallies, cheerleaders, and excitement. Our team has not
won a game in years, but students create a spirit collage. They cut pictures and letters, draw
mascots, or find pictures of tigers and paste them on construction paper. The finished
products are put up in my room, hallways, and other sites to inspire a lagging school spirit.
October is Halloween and one of my favorite art times. We begin to use our senses
to write. In this month, we may even use the sixth sense and make up some pretty spooky
stuff. We create pictures by cutting pieces of pictures from magazines and gluing them
together to form a monster. A story must be written to tell about this monster's life. The
nastier the monster--the better. Student volunteers read their stories each day. We turn off
the lights, and I light candles. It is deliciously scary.
November brings in the sense of smell. Each student brings a small zip-lock baggy
with a cotton ball soaked with a smell of Thanksgiving. The assignment is to list how their
Thanksgiving smells. Pictures from magazines are used to illustrate smells.
December decorations are usually numerous, but the students' favorite is the
Christmas wreath competition among my classes. I cut a large wreath from wrapping
paper for each of my five classes. They trace their hands on red, white, or green paper.
After cutting out the shape, they compose a cinquain about winter, holidays, or feelings of
the season. The most expressive class wins a Blow-pop. Consolation prizes are Dum-Dum
suckers.
January is the month we decorate with flowers. It is such a dull month that we use
flowers to create a garden in the dead of winter. We then find poems about flowers or spring.
This activity also helps attitudes that seem to sag after the holidays.
The month of love is February. Last year, we did hearts with love poems, but this
year, I will have them do heart maps. The idea is outlined in Georgia Heard's Awakening the

Heart. The mapping will add a great deal of depth to the assignment.
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March is full of poetry. It is also my birthday. The students design cards for the
teacher. I try to make them mindful of others' feelings. In their considering my feelings, I
hope to have them become aware that everyone has feelings.
Spring, spring, spring!!! April is the month we have to take the SAT. We look for
stories of new beginnings or heroes that will inspire us to new thought levels. Any suitable
inspirational writing may be shared or created. The requirement is that it be upbeat. Again,
the magazines come in handy for finding pictures of smiles.
May is the beginning of the end. Most of my students will begin high school after
summer. It is the month for hopes and fears. The students are given the mobiles they did in
August. If they wish to renew them with new symbols, they may. They write about new
attitudes or feelings of fear they are experiencing about the upcoming year.
These are only displayed until the last week of school.
Throughout the year, students from other pods come to see the art displays. I have
the principal and assistant principal stop by for a look. It makes the students so excited
when the principal says, "I saw your work. It was very nice." Celebration of the work my
students create is evident in the classroom all year.
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G(oria Horton

It is necessary to write, if the days are not to s(!f eny:,ti{y

6y. How else, indeed, to c('Y' the net over the 6uttetjfy '!f
the moment? For the momentyasses, it isforgotten; the
mood is gone, (!fe itse!f is gone. That is where the writer
scores over hisje((ows: he catches the changes ef his mind
on the h'!)J, Growth is exciting; growth is dynamic and
a(arming. Growth ef the sou(, growth ef the mind.
--Vita Sackvi((e-West
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Baby Booties
The gnarled hands, arthritis-riddled,
Work steadily, painfully,
Crocheting row upon row
of baby-blue yarn.
"These booties," she says,
"will warm the baby's feet.
We wouldn't want him cold,
· now, would we?"
In and out, in and out,
the needle quickly darts,
until soon
the booties fit the shape
of baby toes.
''I'll stop a while-I'm tired,"
she says and goes
into her room.
"Call me when the baby comes."
The evening shadows lengthen.
The family all arrives
To visit with the matriarch
Who's made them
Who they are.
Her daughter goes into her room
to see if she's awake.
She soon returns, dismayed,
to tell them all
her mother's pain is past.
And baby booties, lovingly made
to warm the baby's feet,
Lie finished by her side,
Clasped in her stone-cold hand.

Horton 43
Rain Storm
In the far off sky
pale pink light
wavers
like a TV set
about to lose
its picture.
Soon, a muted
rumble
gently shakes
the windows
and sends
the family dog
into her house.
Like magic, the light
becomes
jagged swords
of molten lightning
arcing across the
slate-gray sky,
battle-drawn,
calling to arms
the rain.
A fearless soldier,
rain leaps into
the fray
beating and battering
without mercy
the helpless plants
bending and bowing
to the will of
the rain.
Fury reigns until
tired of the fight,
lightning falls back,
thunder retreats,
and rain surrenders
to rainbow.
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The Wooden Clothespin: Crafting Narrative/Descriptive Writing
One of the more successful activities I have used in my freshman composition
classes when we are studying description and narration is one I call "The Wooden
Clothespin" activity. I use this activity when I first introduce these two types of
writing to promote student skills in storytelling. The activity is also a way to let the
class members get acquainted with one another and to share a piece of writing with
the rest of the class in a relaxed setting.
The tools needed for this activity are wooden clothespins (those without the
springs); yarns of different colors; bits of cloth, lace, sequins, or other decoration;
scissors; glue (the type that will adhere to wood and cloth); and construction paper or
other heavy paper. The time needed to do the assignment is a minimum of two onehour class meetings (or one full class meeting, time outside of class, and part of
another class meeting for sharing).
Before giving the students instructions for the completion of the activity, I
introduce narration/description by talking about characterization and plot as aspects of
narrative and about the role that good description plays in characterization. I then
give each of the students a wooden clothespin and tell them that the clothespin must
become a character for a story that they will tell. They are to use whatever supplies
from among those available that they need to "create" their character's physical
appearance. I allow them a full class meeting to decide upon and create their
clothespin characters. Students surprise me with the variety of characters they can
create from scraps. I have seen knights, antebellum ladies, men in topcoats and hats,

Horton 45
soldiers, Batman, and clowns, just to name a few. And just as surprising is how much
fun college students seem to have working with crafts in the English classroom.
Once the students have created their characters, they take them with them so
that they can write their story to share at the next class meeting. I remind them that
they must give concrete descriptive details about the character who is the protagonist
of their story; if they add any other characters to the story, they must also describe
those characters in such a way that a reader or listener can visualize them. The
students are not given a particular length for their stories since this is just an
introductory assignment rather than a major assignment on narration/description; thus,
some of the stories are brief while others are often quite long. All I want the students
to do in the writing of the stories is to bring their characters to life and to focus on one
incident in the life of their characters.
At the next class meeting, all the students show their character to the rest of
the class, briefly describe the character, and read their story to the class. The students
really seem to enjoy hearing what others have written, and the sharing of the stories
allows the students to introduce themselves to one another. After each story is read,
we briefly discuss the good points of description and characterization found in each.
From this discussion, I am able to then move the class into exploring techniques for
making narrative/descriptive essays better pieces of writing--close attention to detail,
good use of descriptive words, specificity, suspense in the revelation of plot, and
good delineation of character.
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I Remember
I remember
Mommie's front porch,
enclosed by broad
mesh screen partitions
that kept out the bugs
and made me feel safe
on those lazy summer nights
when she, my granddad, my great aunts,
my sister, and I
would sit there in the cool darkness
rocking to and fro in the slatted
white gliders,
listening to the mahogany radio
through the open window
to the front room.
I remember
the announcer
calling balls and strikes,
the excitement in his voice
when the Barons scored,
and the seventh-inning stretch
as we all sang along,
"Take me out to the ball game;
take me out to the crowd"
while Mammie and Aunt Chrissie
hurried to the kitchen
to get out the ice cream to make
coke floats,
bringing them to the porch,
where I'd eat mine savoring the foam
that was melted vanilla and coke fizz.
I remember,
after the last drop,
going over to my childhood swing
where my sister and I spent
many hours
seated facing one another,
pushing ourselves gently back and forth,
while around us, on the ledges,
Mommie's giant ferns in their
whitewashed clay pots
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gave off an earthy aura,
and outside the screen,
fireflies and stars vied
to softly lighten the darkness.
Mommie's back porch is gone now,
but for me, it'll always be
a place I can return
to feel warm and safe again.
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Exploring Our Past Through the Making of a Classroom Quilt
One of the short stories that usually appears in freshman anthologies is Alice
Walker's "Everyday Use," the story of two sisters, Dee and Maggie, who have totally
different concepts of what it means to "get back to one's roots." The story is laden
with contrasts, not only between the two sisters but also their differing perceptions of
heritage. Because the story does have so much to say about one's heritage, I wanted
my students to read and understand the story both as good fiction and as it relates to
their own lives. Therefore, I decided to have them do more than just read the story and
discuss it in class (or in most cases, listen to me discuss it in class). The assignment I
decided upon to achieve this was the making of a classroom quilt.
I prefaced the assignment with some informal class discussion of quilts and
quilt-making. One of the questions I asked the class was how many of them had
quilts in their families that had been handed down from one generation to the next.
Most students answered that there were such quilts in their families. I then asked the
class whether any of these quilts had a history-for example, were they pieced from
scraps of clothing or did the squares tell parts of a story or was the quilter some
special member of the family? These questions prompted students to respond with
anecdotes about the quilts belonging to their families. Discussion was lively, with
everyone eager to tell his or her stmy.
From these questions, we moved to a discussion of why these quilts were
important enough to be handed down from one generation to the next. The answers
ranged from preservation of the family to leaving a legacy for one's heirs. Most of
the students who had family quilts agreed that passing the quilts down was important,
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and they also had strong opinions about whether or not the quilts should be used.
Many, like Dee in "Everyday Use," felt the quilts should be put on display on a wall
or a quilt rack, while others, like Dee's sister Maggie, felt that using the quilts was the
best way to revere them, even if it meant they might not always be in pristine
condition. Again, opinions were strong and divided, with those believing the quilts
should be used perhaps in the smallest of majorities.
This discussion of quilts was a great lead-in to the discussion of Dee and
Maggie's differing perspectives about the best way to honor one's heritage, with the
conclusion being that both views had merit-Dee's because it would physically
preserve the quilts as artifact and Maggie's because it honored the artifact without
taking away from the quilt's use for comfort and warmth. Most students agreed,
however, that Maggie, more so than Dee, really understood family heritage in a way
that escaped Dee as she searched for showy proof of who she was. Maggie knew who
she was and what her roots were, whereas Dee was trying to create a heritage for
herself by changing her name to Wangero, changing her hairstyle, and wearing clothes
which she thought appropriate for one with her roots. Dee was trying to "be" her
long-ago African ancestors; while she was attempting to do this, she was denying her
immediate past-.her mother and sister who lived in a simple cabin in the Mississippi
delta. Maggie, although she knew her family history and revered it, chose to honor
the past by making it a viable part of the present.
After finishing our discussion of "Everyday Use," I gave each student in the
class a piece of unlined 8 ½ x 11-inch paper. I told them that we were going to make
a class quilt which should reflect the history of each individual in the class. The
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students were told to draw on their pieces of paper events, symbols, people, places, or
other meaningful parts of their own lives and those of their families. The individual
drawings would be briefly shared with the other members of the class so that class
members could learn more about one another's heritage; then, the quilt pieces would
be combined into a whole quilt depicting the history of the class. The students loved
the chance to draw, and I could tell they really thought carefully about the symbols
and events that were important in their lives. Some drew houses; others drew
Christmas ornaments or baseball bats or churches. But they all put onto the paper
some of the things that they would always remember-their heritage.
This was one of the best assignments I ever did with my freshman
Introduction to Literature classes because it made the students aware of Alice
Walker's story as not just a piece of literary fiction but as a conduit to reflection about
their own lives-their past, present, and future. The idea of making a quilt to promote
student learning doesn't, however, have to be limited to the teaching of "Everyday
Use"; math teachers might have their classes do a numbers quilt or a "baby quilt"
depicting mathematical functions. A history teacher could have a class create a quilt
covering a particular era in history. A kindergarten teacher might choose to have her
class do an animals quilt or an ABC quilt. Nor do the quilts, when they are created,
need to be quick projects done on white paper. Construction paper, cloth, poster
board divided into squares-there are as many possibilities for resources as there are
teachers who are creative. Whatever the reason for the quilting, making a class quilt
will be an enjoyable experience for the students as well as a valuable learning tool.
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Brenda Morgan

"When (ge gives you scr'!fs, make a quirt."
--Author Unknown
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Grandmother's
A yellowed cup and saucer
Sit proudly midst my treasures.
I need them close, to see and touch.
They' re not delicate, or gilded, or fine.
They were Grandmother's.
Strong coffee, the doctor's "one cup a day"
Two heaping spoons of instant and hot water
Lace doilies, each with a story to tell
Kitchen table, a chair always pulled out
Flowers, fresh when in season
Tinted Queen Anne's Lace
Shedding its dusty blossoms.
This was Grandmother's.
The old rough-skinned upright
A bench big enough for two
The book opened for appearances only.
She played by ear.
"Corne to the church in the wild wood.
Oh, come to the church in the dale.
No place is so dear to my childhood."
This was Grandmother's.
Listening, blue eyes intent
'Turn the radio down a bit."
I was the honored guest.
So many "That's all right, dear."
And "You'll do better next time."
Unconditional acceptance.
This was Grandmother's.
A porch, small with wrought iron
She stands at the edge of the step
As if yearning to go further.
Always smiling even at departure
A frail hand goes up.
"See you later, alligator."
Any good grandchild answers
"After while, crocodile."
This was my grandmother's.
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Journals from the Oregon Trail
Writing across the curriculum has become a necessity as curriculum demands for
teachers in elementary classrooms expand. Experiencing writing in a variety of settings
also reinforces writing as a life-skill rather than a skill to be used in isolation. When
students are asked to write the results of science experiments or to describe the wings of a
butterfly, they are using writing in meaningful ways. Each day in an elementary
classroom is filled with opportunities for writing. Reading instruction provides many of
those opportunities.
During a reading unit on the study of westward expansion and the Oregon Trail,
instruction in journal writing is easily introduced. I first saw this idea in a professional
journal and then put it into use after a coworker found it successful with her second
graders. The reading textbook exposes students to the history of the Oregon Trail and the
westward expansion of the United States. One segment specifically deals with the
history of the pioneers who followed the Oregon Trail in the early 1800s. Second graders
find this time period very interesting. The students are asked to pretend that they are
traveling with their families in a wagon train. Each day, as we read about a segment of
the journey, they write about their imagined experiences. Students are expected to stay in
character and to write in first person. Of course, both of these phrases must be defined
and modeled before our journal writing begins. As we read about pioneers preparing for
the journey, students may write about the excitement or fear they might feel, the difficult
choices they face when packing a limited number of items, or their sadness at leaving
friends, relatives, or pets behind. The progressive nature of the story, the hazards to be
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overcome, and settings that change daily provide students with unending ideas for
writing. As the days on the trail progress, students can choose to write about buying
supplies in Independence, joining a wagon train, spending long days on the prairie,
fording a river, hunting game, weathering violent storms, visiting a fort, encountering
native Americans, crossing the mountains, or arriving in Oregon.
The results of the project are quite varied and depend on the personality and ability
level of each student. The majority write creative accounts, while others follow the
textbook or teacher modeling closely. As a rule, each pioneer child suffers more
difficulty and participates in more adventures in his journal than any authentic pioneer
child could have survived. On occasion, a child will perish during some natural or manmade disaster only to be mysteriously resurrected and "all better" in the next journal
entry. One of the most satisfying results is seeing students steal moments during the day
to continue working on their pioneer journals even after the project has officially ended.
Evaluation of student journals is done very informally. As the students write, I
circulate to evaluate progress and to give encouragement or help where needed. My goal
is for each student to assume the character of a pioneer child, to stay in character
throughout the journal, and to relate events that reflect an understanding of the material
read. Imagination and creativity are encouraged. For this project, not writing in first
person and not using complete sentences are the only errors that require correction. The
students are directed to reread their work before it is shared in order to identify and
correct errors. At the end of our writing experience each day, a few volunteers are chosen
to read their writing. Finding volunteers is not difficult at second grade level! After
students share, we briefly talk about what we liked about each journal entry. This gives
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me an opportunity to emphasize the components I would like to see other students
emulate. It also makes students listen because they all want a turn to make comments. I
also allow students to respond to the question, "How could this writing be made better?"
This suggestion time is brief, but valuable feedback is given, and I have sometimes seen
those ideas applied to the next assignment. The students are acquiring writing and editing
skills as well as, I hope, sensitivity to the feelings of others.
This project has been extended voluntarily by those students who continue writing in
their pioneer journals. It also serves as preparation for writing in personal journals.
Through the years, our pioneer journals have generated many story ideas also. Students
who love to draw illustrate their journals, and the students gain reading practice as they
break into groups and read their favorite entry aloud. We expand this unit further by
reading Sarah, Plain and Tall, a story which gives the students more insight into pioneer
life, as well as exposure to good literature. We have also made our own butter, and this
past year, a parent demonstrated quilting. The class quilt on display in our Writing
Project classroom was a result of this activity. The computer game The Oregon Trail also
provides an opportunity for the application of information learned from the unit.
The pioneer journal will continue to be a part of my teaching because it has been such
a successful experience for the students and because it's just plain fun!
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I Am From
I am from a small town
of neighbors and cousins and friends.
No strangers lived there.
Your cousin knew the sister of a friend
who learned the "rest of the story."
Then we all knew.
I am from a rural town
where no traffic light interfered with
the union of Mudd Street and County Road 21
where drivers waved you on
each determined to out-polite the other.
I am from a churchlloing town
where "Hello" and 'What's your name?" were always
followed by "And what church do you attend?"
There were long singings, dinners on the ground,
and sticky hot, soul-stirring revivals too.
There were new preachers who came for Sunday dinners
where best china and silver and manners appeared.
I am from a trusting town
where screen doors were never locked
and fresh peach pies appeared with a note,
"Hope things went well at the doc's,"
and salesmen "working their way through college"
were offered a rest and a glass of sweet tea.
I am from a caring town
where "meaning well" excused countless intrusions,
a town where food appeared to lessen death's sorrow,
sacks of groceries were delivered to hungry little ones,
a town where ramps got built, harrows pulled,
and orchards pruned while owners lay sick in bed.
I am from a dying town.
Locked doors warn and security systems alarm.
"Strangers, what are you doing here?"
The church will welcome you but only at eleven o'clock.
There are far too few for the evening sing-along.
The raceway down the road brings in the crowds.
But which of us could keep up with all those folks?
And who's that new girl, can she even make change?
Don't try to write that check without a photo ID!
Caring deeds still go out and come back around
because today's residents mostly did their growing up
in that other town.
But what about tomorrow?
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Ana Torres-Norton

"Learn aforeign {anguage and' rediscover your own."
--Author Unknown
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Found Poem

To see the beauty
of the difference,
love, prancing out of the past
and into the future ...
To tell the story, the secret
of crossings, devastation,
and scary, scary nights.
To discover the light
at the end of the tunnel,
pardon mistakes,
light your way.
Finally, to let us wake up to
the naked truth,
that's what friends are for.
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The Silence

I do not hear his voice tonight.
Almost every night
I told him to go away.
So, why do I care?

I should feel relief, not panic.
Yet, I expected to be irritated
for a while longer-at least until the early part of autumn-by his presence,
by his persistent ceaseless noise,
by his demanding voice,
by his insolent pursuit
impossible to ignore.
I had taken pleasure
in admiring
his magnificent male silhouette
defined through the darkness
by the yellow brightness
of the streetlight near my window.

I do not hear his voice tonight
I will rest in peace.
He has flown away.
My serenading northern mockingbird.
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The Blackout

I liked to tell myself that I had taken this second job to add some impressive lines
to my rather unillustrious curriculum vitae. Teaching night classes at the community
college in the next town would doubtlessly add glamor and depth to my palt1y list of
career accomplishments. If the trnth were told, what I really needed to add depth to was
the palt1y contents of my bank account. After four children, two M&Ms-short for
Miserable Marriages, two mortgages, and one heck of a job, well, life was just a
ball ... just like a ball of wax stuck in your ear.

It really was a dark and stormy evening when I drove by my house on the way to
my second job. I was in a hurry to drop off my eight-year-old daughter. The weather was
getting nastier by the minute, and I didn't want to be late for my night class. My eldest
daughter, a high school junior, had arrived home earlier in the day. She was a reluctant
but trustworthy baby sitter. Her little sister would get on her nerves once in a while, but
love always found a way. My two lovely daughters were as physically different as night
and day. One was the Caribbean Beauty, daughter of my ex-Latin Lover. The other, the
Golden Belle, was the daughter of my ex-Good Old Boy. They were basically kindred
mischievous spirits these two, although hardly anybody would guess them sisters just by
looking at them.
Before leaving the younger one that evening, I opened the automatic garage door
and saw her go in. She reached for the kitchen door. I then sped away. I needed to get to
work before the roar of thunder got any worse. A flash of lightning illuminated the road
as I took the highway, northbound.
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The night class went very well. The students were present in spite of the weather.
Teaching these adults was an exciting and refreshing thing. It was also an exhausting
endeavor. They actually wanted to learn and wring out of me every drop of knowledge I
had to offer! Well, after two hours, I was secretly longing to numb my brain sitting in
front of the TV set, with a well-deserved cup of coffee in my hands. The drive back
home was much better. The rain had stopped, and everything was normal.
When I opened the door, I noticed that the security alarm was off and that my
teenager was still awake and waiting for me. The expression on her face was hard to
describe. For once, I couldn't tell if she was hurt, angry, or just being dramatic.
Immediately, my heart jumped inside my chest. Before I could utter a word, she
exploded, "Motherrr, I'll never ... You just don't ... You'll never believe ... " Openmouthed, observing that she didn't seem to be harmed in any way and that the little one
had gone to bed, I sat down at the kitchen table. As she paced furiously, she told of the
events of the evening.
"Well, Motherrr ... when you dropped Cassy by earlier, I was taking a nap, and I
had set the security alarm since I was by myself!" she muttered.
"Oh, no, not another false alarm to the police department. I'll have to pay a fine
this time for sure!" I said.
"That's the least of it, Motherrr!" she answered indignantly. "I had gone to bed to
take my beauty nap after I had changed into my red plaid pants and camouflage T-shirt.
My hair was a mess, and I had put on a fluorescent green mud beauty mask all over my
face. As soon as Cassy tripped the alarm, the lights went out because of the storm .... She
couldn't find me, and I couldn't shut off the alarm for a while. It was dark! Finally, I
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took her upstairs with me, and we snuggled in my bed in the dark!" she said with anguish
in her voice "We were sort of scared. I think the phone rang, but we decided to ignore
everything. We just held to each other. .. Then, all of a sudden, we heard a terrible
crashing noise downstairs, and it was not thunder! Somebody had broken in; the front
door was wide open. 'You upstairs, come out with your hands up,' the terrible, loud voice
yelled in the darkness. Finally, we found our way downstairs. Big flashlights were
shining on our faces. Cassy started to cry; she was terrified! My legs felt like noodles; I
could hardly walk. We could see the squad cars with their blue lights flashing, parked in
front of the house, blocking the traffic. 'Who are you, and what are you doing with this
little girl in here?' the booming voice yelled at me. I got angry, and before I could stop
myself, I yelled back, 'Excuse me, I'm her sister, you moron!' 'Yeah, right, and by the
looks of it, you must be twins. Just walk outside and keep your hands up!' he said. As we
walked outside, we saw that the whole neighborhood was there. The silly boys next door
were rolling on the ground; they were laughing so hard. Finally, the lady next door told
the cop who I was; the lights came back on, and the cops left. .. Mother you just can't
believe ... "
As she grew quiet, I saw two big tears roll down my big little girl's cheeks. She
quickly wiped then off with her hand. She tried to give me an angry look. I must have
looked strange with my mouth still open and nothing to say, for a change. Suddenly, an
unwilling smile escaped from her lips, we looked at each other, we laughed, and she gave
me a hug.
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La Casa Grande
There is a safe place full of love, strength, and warmth that now exists only
somewhere in my heart. It is my great-grandmother's house, the home of my first
memories, la casa grande.
The house with high ceilings was more than a century old. It had been part of the
lost holdings of a foreign kingdom. The doors and the shuttered windows seemed gigantic
to me. The front door lock was a magic box with a minuscule window, the keyhole to the
unreachable skeleton key. This tiny window was just the right size and height for me to
look out to the outside world.
The bedrooms seemed to be enchanted settings from some Arabian night. There
were white tents set up eve1y night. They hung from the four posters of each bed. These
enchanted tents were our refuge against the fierce tropical enemies, the huge merciless
mosquitoes.
Rainy nights were my favorites. The rain would cool down the heat and perfume
the earth. The metal hip roof would offer monotone musical notes to lull me into
oblivion. I could have stayed in the safety of my white gauze tent for one hundred years
of solitude.
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Dorothy Plii((!Ps

"Words witliout iaeas are Cilie sails witliout wind."
--Courier Recora
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I Am From

I am from down South.
Playing street football with the kids on the block
Where parents are parents regardless of children
No big houses, just simple and plain.
I am from down South.
Playing jump rope on the sidewalk
Talking with friends,
Sitting on the steps,
Swinging in the swing,
Knowing that the sun will always shine after the rain
I am from down South.
Where neighbors lend a helping hand
Everyone stands on an equal plane
One t.v. family, one car family, or maybe none
I am from down South.
Dreading to go to the Westside
Staying with the familiar but
Knowing that isn't reality
Life is a calico.
I am from down South.
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Aunt Mattie's Kitchen
She sits in the warm, toasty, kitchen beneath a cloud of loneliness, feeling a
cold chill. She stares at the Sears refrigerator, the Hotpoint oven, and the Speed
Queen washer, remembering the sweet smell of the pound cake baking or the aromas
of the yeast bread. The kitchen, painted in white with green trim, looks white-glove
clean. The white priscilla curtains are wrinkle-free, allowing the fresh air to blow the
aroma in the neighbor's back door. There is the apron hanging near the oven, as if
waiting for the cook. Everything is neatly arranged as though it were a picture from
Better Homes and Gardens. Something is different; it's just not the same. She sits
and wonders if she can continue the difficult task.

It had begun about six months earlier. She was at work. The telephone rang.
"Hello," she said. "I don't understand." The caller was calm when he gave her the
news. She listened attentively and did what she had to do. Things began to happen
all so quickly. Or was it quickly? To her, it appeared as if it were only yesterday.
"How could this be?" she thought. She had never thought about not having Aunt
Mattie in her life. Aunt Mattie was her life. When there was no one else, Aunt
Mattie had always been there.
The six months consisted of visits to the doctor, stays in the hospital,
conversations on good days, silence on bad days. Getting things in order seemed to
have been an urgent priority. Aunt Mattie knew that time was of the essence. Time.
There was no time. Time. There was too much time.

When loneliness is the

constant visitor, time stays; the minute is the hour. The hour is the day. Time.
Where did it go?
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She walks around the table and touches the chairs. The favorite chair where
Aunt Mattie always sat appears to be waiting for the missing person. She opens the
cabinet and looks at the Fruit LQops; Aunt Mattie knew that the boys had to have their
favorite cereal. Oh, yes, the ice cream must be in the refrigerator.
She looks at the linoleum floor--not a speck of dirt. Just the way Aunt Mattie
always kept it. Clean enough to "eat your meal off of." The white sink shines like the
morning sun. The kitchen was the morning sun. Everyone always sat in the
kitchen-laughing, talking, and eating. Today, the sun doesn't shine. Will it ever
shine in the kitchen as it had done before, so many days, months, and years ago?
Where has the time gone? She looks at her watch. She has been sitting for
two hours; there are dishes to pack, the refrigerator to clean, things to throw away. As
the painful task continues, she recalls the laughter, the fun, the sweet smells of the
cakes, the fireside chats, the advice, the smiles, and the love found in this kitchen. As
she looks out the window, the sun is radiant with warmth, just as the memories of
Aunt Mattie's kitchen linger in her heart.
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Teaching Julius Caesar
What is an effective way to present the study of William Shakespeare to a
class of high school tenth graders? This question tormented me for several years. I
had been teaching tenth graders for three years. Each year, when it was time for me to
introduce William Shakespeare and Julius Caesar, I became frustrated, tense, and
confused. Students asked why they needed to read Julius Caesar, saying that they
could not understand Shakespeare's language and that they did not like his plays.
After talking with Gloria Horton, an English instructor at Jacksonville State
University, I decided to take a different approach to teaching Shakespeare.
When it was time to teach William Shakespeare, I eagerly started the unit, a
six-week unit because I wanted to give the students as much time as needed for
reading, discussing, and understanding. On the first day, I introduced the unit with
these words written on the board:

envy, jealousy, treason, love, hate, friendship,

power, honor, greed, and betrayal. Students discussed the meaning of the words and
how these words related to their lives.
On days two and three, I introduced William Shakespeare to the class.
Students read the biographical information from the text and researched about the
writer. Students defined and located examples of the following terms that were in the
play:

pun, iambic pentameter, simile, metaphor, allusion, figure of speech, and

personification.

I gave lecture notes on the Globe Theater, and students did

additional research about Shakespeare.
Next, I introduced the play by providing biographical sketches of the
characters. After this introduction of the characters, the class was ready to begin
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reading the play. The textbook was used to read Act One, but thereafter, a parallel
text was used for reading. During the oral reading, we analyzed the play, sometimes
line by line or in segments; therefore, Act One required about three days to complete
because I wanted to be sure that the students understood the events.
After reading Act One, the students were placed in heterogeneous groups
according to different skill levels. Group assignments were to complete reading the
play; to make a typed, twenty-question test; to provide an answer key; and to make a
thirty minute group presentation. The group presentation had to be creative, and
students had to use props that would enhance presentation. Some group projects
which students presented were a puppet show of one scene, a Wheel of Caesar game,
a Jeopardy Game and a modern version of the play. Individual assignments included
reciting one of Julius Caesar's or Brutus' speeches (pre-selected by the teacher) and
giving a ten minute presentation on the play. The presentations (group or individual)
could be on any or all parts of the play. Creativity was a major component of the
presentations. Examples of individual projects presented were writing a rap song,
making a story eube, making a comparison to events in today's society, and designing
an advertisement for the play.
A teacher-made test, which I composed from the combined group tests,
followed the presentations. The complete evaluation consisted of group grade,
individual presentation, oral presentation, and test grade. By studying Julius Caesar
through a variety of assignments, students gained a knowledge of the play and
developed a different perspective of William Shakespeare.
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Aunt Mattie's Kitchen
I remember the address
on Allen Avenue
The kitchen painted white
Trimmed with green
Always neat-Organized
Inviting
White-glove clean
Full of aromas-Pound cake
Yeast rolls
Teacake cookies
A place as warm
as the shining sun-Laughter
Talks
Advice
Smiles to brighten my day
Aunt Mattie's kitchen
Memories of yesterday
Still living today.
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My Hometown

My hometown is a very·special place
with no department stores,
no medical facilities,
no school zones,
no public transportation,
but a great deal of amazing grace!
My hometown is a very special place
with one post office,
one caution light,
one fire station,
one old viaduct,
and a great deal of amazing grace!
My hometown is a very special place
with no three-decker homes,
no five-star hotels,
but a great deal of amazing grace!
My hometown is a very .special place,
with no Seven-Eleven stores,
no nine-to-five jobs,
but a great deal of amazing grace!
My hometown is Snuggled
Amidst

,'

p

Wading birds
'

Yellow jackets
Earthworms
Rabbits
Venison
Insects
Locust
Lizard
Eels
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Implementing Multipurpose Student Journal-Records Across the Curriculum
"The criteria for the 'educated' person today demands that that person be able to
read and write" (Moore 7). As professional educators, it is our responsibility to assure
that students are well educated--that students are able to read and write effectively in all
disciplines. Writing across the curriculum is beneficial to students and teachers.
Through writing assignments, both students and teachers realize the relationship of
writing to listening, reading, and speaking skills.
I strongly endorse one writing idea which works well for me. Journal-records are
an expressive form of writing that the entire academic community can implement to
enhance students' communication skills. I concur with Toby Fulwiler, who said, "Journal
writing works because every time students write, they individualize instrnction; the act of
silent writing, even for five minutes, generates ideas, observations, and emotions" (qtd. in
Newkirk 253). A great many things can be done with this project. It has several
purposes: to improve writing skills, to create a record, to improve communication skills,
to encourage active learning, and to create material for later writing. A major task of this
assignment is to vividly distill the events that spread over a class period. Students are
required to listen and to keep a daily log, systematic notes of classroom events. Their
homework task is to use their daily log to write a grammatically correct journal-record of
the class events.
To start the next day, the teacher will select two students to orally present their
journal-records to the class. For future reference, the teacher may elect to record the oral
presentations on audio. Following the students' presentations, the teacher will lead a brief
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discussion of the journal-records. The discussion is designed to clarify information for
students who may or may not have been present during the previous class session.
Following the discussion, the two students' self-edited journal-records are submitted to
the teacher for evaluation. "The ultimate goal of any approach to correctness is to have
students become competent self-editors, recognizing and knowing how to correct any
deviation from standard usage in their own writing" (qtd. in Rosen 147). Rather than
engage in intensive error correction when responding to students' journal-records, the
content area teacher can focus written comments on content.
Journal-records involve both students and teachers in the learning process of
writing. By the end of the period, the teacher will return the graded journal-records. By
the following day, the students will self-edit, rewrite, and place a final copy in the Daily
Journal binder, which is centrally located within the classroom. Successful completion of
these tasks will enhance students' writing and other communication skills across the
cun"iculum.
The task of writing journal-records demands that students expand their awareness
of everything that is said and done in the classroom. Listening and viewing are integral
input skills. Students listen to evaluate what is said and done in the class. Speaking and
reading are integral output skills. Students speak/read journal-records to inform others of
what was said, observed, and done in class during the prior day. The teacher's task is to
evaluate students' writing for content and to help enhance students' abilities to self-edit.
An advantage of this idea to students is that although all students are required to
keep a daily log/class notes and to write a daily journal-record, only two individuals will
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be required to make an oral presentation each day. The teacher may pre-select these
individuals. Also, the students' written and oral works are published within the classroom
binder. To encourage competition among students, the teacher may select and publish, by
posting on the bulletin board, the week's best journal.
Reducing the paper load is a major selling point for teachers across the
curriculum. This project may be successfully implemented with large numbers of
students in a class. Only two journal-records are graded·each day. Teachers may use the
journal-records as a source of documentation for lesson plans. According to Fulwiler,
"Journals have proved to be remarkably flexible documents; some teachers call them

logs, others commonplace books, still others writers' notebooks (qtd. in Newkirk 256).
When implementing this idea, teachers are free to adopt those techniques that suit their
situation.
A major advantage for students as well as teachers is that several skills are
enhanced by this assignment. Furthermore, since the final copy is on file in the class
binder, this record, in turn, might become the basis for another assignment. For example,
as a means of portfolio assessment, English/language arts students may be required to rewrite a journal-record in dialogue or poetic form. Both the teacher and students must
always have access to the journal-records. These records are especially important to
students who are returning from an extended period of absence. Finally, the journalrecords on audio are valuable supplemental materials for students in the mainstream.
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The Plenty Girls' Identity Crisis
Being the youngest of three sisters and two brothers has advantages that outweigh
its disadvantages. Although we are all a very close-knit family, my sisters and I are the
very best of friends. However, my elder sister Beatrice, better known as Bea, has been
acclaimed my mirror image. Although Bea is two years older than I am, we have often
been mistaken for twins. The fact that Mom had always dressed us alike when we were
younger contributed to that myth. I still wonder, do people think that I look older, or do
they think that Bea looks younger? Sure, we have similar physical characteristics. We
are sisters--we should.
As for our differences, as a child, Bea had long, thick hair; I had medium, fine
hair. She was an extrovert; I was an introvert. While in high school, Bea was a majorette;
I was captain of the cheering squad. After college, Bea vowed never to return to school;
I vowed never to stop learning. Today, she drives a Mercedes; I drive a Taums. Bea
owns several houses but lives in an elegant apartment; I live in a modest home. She has
already infmmed the family that she will not bequeath any money when she expires
because she will not possess any. However, she will grant ownership of her exquisite
furniture by labeling each piece with a designated family member's name. In contrast, my
beneficiaries are expecting to receive an abundance of "cold" cash. In essence, Bea
doesn't care if the sun doesn't shine--she'll get a flashlight to illuminate her way. As for
me, in my consistent endeavor to plan for the future, I shall continually seek that "guiding
light" at the end of the tunnel.
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In comparison, our personality traits are similar because we both appreciate the

finer things in life and our family values. We realize that life is uncertain; therefore, we
strive to relish life to its greatest extent. Furthermore, we concur that forty hasn't proven
to be fatal, yet; our parents are a blessing; our siblings are blissful; our family's unity is
crucial; and we can do all things through Christ who strengthens us. To this end,
although Bea and I do not dress, look, or act identical, people still ask us, "Are you Bea,
or are you Fay?"
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Philosophy of Education
The role of an effective educational institution is to guide individuals as they
mature morally, intellectually, physically, emotionally, and socially. During this
developmental process, the institution should provide the supportive environment and the
opportunities for each student to take all of the appropriate educational steps toward
becoming a self-directed, focused, productive member of society.
Toward this end, the institution should give guidance and encouragement to each
student in formulating and evaluating goals and assuming responsibility for decisions,
choices, and actions. The curriculum should be sensitive to the needs of individuals
while recognizing the need of every student to be able to think and read critically; to be
able to communicate effectively in oral, visual, and written expressions; and to be
adequately prepared for a technological age.
In fostering the development of higher-order intellectual and moral maturity,
highly qualified teachers and administrators should provide a challenging academic
program for all students by stimulating learning through a variety of innovative
instructional approaches that can be adjusted to various learning styles.
As students mature physically, teachers and administrators should help them
recognize the interrelationship and importance of soundness in body, mind, and spirit by
helping students develop personalized educational programs for lifelong physical wellbeing.
As students mature, teachers and administrators should contribute to their
emotional stability by engendering an appreciation for learning so that students think that
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instructional activities are purposeful and worthwhile for their development into highly
trained leaders in the society in which they live and grow.
Teachers and administrators should guide students in their social development by
encouraging classroom discussions in which students express themselves and listen to the
viewpoints of others. To promote social development, the institution should foster an
appreciation for the culturally diverse community, as well as nurture the development of
harmonious relationships among students, teachers, administrators, and support
personnel. The goals of this philosophy can best be accomplished through innovative
instruction, research, service, and a spirit of cooperation by all of those involved in
supporting the entire educational process.
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Christine Smart

"A(( good' writing is swimming untfer water and' fio(ding your 6reath."
--Francis Scott Fitzgera(tf
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Slow--Death in Family
Miles of glittering hog-back Texas blacktop stretch before me.
A sign in front of a plank-board house bleakly reads:
Slow--Death in Family.
"Town is dying," natives intone. I am inclined to agree with them
as I turn finally into the dusty chert-rock drive overgrown
with Bermuda and wild tangles of hydrangea--long forgotten.
Watery eyes stare
through me.
I almost hear the tiny feet
of her memories running away
(spitter-spot)
as I gently kiss her crepey cheek.
My memories still endure.
Cats twining, her laughing
as the hiss-pop of the best chicken-fried steak
I ever tasted sounds in the centuries-old iron skillet.
I glance at old photographs--people
forgotten to her-and an old watch fob
hangs limply
from a wall dripping with nicotine.
"Whose was that, anyhow?"
How could nature be so cruel
to let her heart heal and
let her mind slowly die?
The road again stretches before me.
The sign still reads:
Slow--Death in Family
as it buffets gently in the ever-present Texas wind.
I slow to show respect for the sign,
for its meaning has changed.

For Dixie Lee
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Natural Gifts
I spent many of my childhood summer days a short walk from my house, where
the road ended and the woods began. Centurion vines and sticker-bushes guarded the
treasures behind their tangled wall. They wrapped around my arms and legs as I tried to
enter, as if protecting them from the most destructive species on earth. Majestic oak and
pine trees blotted out the light, only allowing small, brave sun rays to penetrate the
fortress. My eyes adjusted slowly to the eternal dusk within. Ah, wonderland.
A small, meandering creek wove its way through the maze of trees, leaving in its
path only the tickle of sound in my ears and a cool drink of water when I was thirsty.
Tadpoles scitter-scattered away from my too eager hands in the early summer. Their
progeny, the tiny new frogs, leapt out of my reach in the early fall.
I knew every nuance of that wood. I remembered that wet-leaves-and-dirt aroma
and how it comforted and surrounded me while I sat on my own lily pad of moss under a
tree. The frogs spoke to me and to each other, haimonizing with the crickets and birds
into a veritable symphony. Their music made me not feel so alone.
I drove to the old neighborhood last year. The road that once ended has now been
extended. The woods of my childhood are no more. How poignant that this beautiful
place will never again bring consolation to another lonely child. Ah, progress.
Earlier this summer, I again found myself in a wood, almost as if I were drawn
there. I sat on a moss pad, under a tree, and let the quilt of dappled greens and browns,
sunlight and shadows, and sounds and symphonies wrap around me. No, it is not my
wood, but it brings me the same solace and serenity as my old one did. Ah, Nature's
glory.
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Natural Gifts
A Found Poem

Childhood summer days,
Short walk, woods,
Centurion vines and sticker bushes,
Guarded treasures, tangled wall.
Fortress of majestic oak, pines.
Penetrating sun's rays, eternal dusk.
Wonderland.
Meandering creek, maze of trees.
Tickle of sound, cool drink of water.
Tadpoles scitter-scattered, frogs leapt.
Wet-leaves-and-dirt aroma,
Comforted and surrounded.
Frogs, crickets, birds harmonizing into
A veritable symphony.
Woods are no more. Poignant.
Progress.
Memories.
Quilt of dappled greens and browns,
Sunlight and shadows, sounds and symphonies.
Solace and serenity.
Nature's glory.
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The Teacher's Hat
During my years in college, I defined teachers as professionals who impart their
immense knowledge of a subject area to a willing group of well-behaved youngsters. End
of st01y, or so I thought. Speaking to veteran teachers during my participation in the
National Writing Project has brought into focus so many issues that face the state of our
nation's education. These issues used to be discipline, grades, and dropouts. Those
issues are still here, only there are many more to add. We now have drugs, teen
pregnancy, guns, violence, gangs, depression, apathy, suicide, and, in the case of
Littleton, Colorado, cold-blooded murder. In decades past, Johnny could not read and
write. In the present, Johnny is bringing an AK-47 to school and mowing down his
classmates. The world is changing by the nanosecond, and the definition of a teacher is
changing just as quickly. I am still plagued by the same question: What is a teacher?
To define teaching, I had to look at what teachers do eve1y day. This took some
time. My previous definition is valid. Teachers do share knowledge. Teachers are
professional. What hardly gets recognized is how many other hats teachers wear.
Teachers get up in front of hundreds of students every week. They are expected
not only to edify the students but also to entertain them. As much as teachers try, there
are always going to be students that are harder to like than others, but teachers never
show this. They put those feelings aside eve1y day and act the same toward every student.
Teachers have to be consummate performers.
Teachers are expected to be disciplinarians. They scrutinize their classes and halls
for wrongdoers (and potential wrongdoers). They break up fights. They seize
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contraband. Teachers protect and serve their students. Teachers are police officers.
Teachers see their students more than most of their parents do. They are expected
to notice odd behavior and physiological changes in their students. When they see a
student who appears to be using drugs or experiencing psychological problems, they
intervene. Teachers are counselors.
Teacher give love and encouragement that are sometimes not offered to the
student at home. Teachers listen to the students talk about their lives, their worries, and
their goals. Teachers often fill voids in students' lives-voids where families should be.
Teachers are surrogate parents.
Teachers not only tell their students the difference between right and wrong-they
show them. Although they are never told that they have to live up to a higher moral code
than everyone else, they do. The students in their flocks look to teachers to see how to act
and how to react. Teachers are preachers.
This litany could go on ad infinitum. I feel that it may be easier to define what a
teacher is not. Teachers are not selfish, self-aggrandizing, or self-absorbed. Teachers do
not discriminate by race, intelligence, or class. Teachers are certainly not money-hungry.
The mean salary in the United States proves that. Teachers do not subscribe to feelings
of hopelessness or senselessness where their students are concerned.
Again I ask: What is a teacher? After much pondering and much thinking, I think
I have it. Teachers are professionals who love to impart their knowledge to their students,
whether they are interested or not. Low pay does not stop teachers from continuing to be
police officers, counselors, sutrngate parents, and preachers who often have to be
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consummate performers to put aside their own feelings to further the education of their
students. Teachers help their students learn about the history of their world. They pass on
knowledge written down in annals and literature and try to help their students understand
what makes civilizations wonde1ful and what makes civilizations fail. They are the
keepers of the keys to a whole culture - a way of life. Teachers are, well, teachers. I
cannot be more definite than that.
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IAm
Mother Earth,
Father Sun,
Sister Stars,
Brother Moon.
I am a member of this great convergence.
What am I?
Daughter of Earth?
Daughter of Sun?
Sister of Stars?
Sister of Moon?
I am relative to all.
I belong to all.
What I am is impo1tant, but what can I be?
I am happy to be daughter and sister.
I am anxious to be more.
Maybe, in their infinite wisdom
the earth, the sun,
the stars, and the moon could
give me some suggestions.
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I
Made{ine Wig{ey

"We write to taste (ge twice, in tlie moment, ana in tlie retro~ection."
--Anais Nin
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Fish Sticks
Deep fried in the summer sun
with flies like dragons snapping overhead,
I cast.
On moss green water
dusted with pollen from hillside blossoms,
the flies dance.
Whip, snap, whip, snap,
taut goes my line.
Dinner will be here in record time.
Up from its watery home surfaces my catch
with branches for fins-I' II throw this one back.
Deep fried in the summer sun
with flies like dragons snapping overhead,
I cast.
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Reflections from Inspirational Pets Demonstration: The Elephant Rock

I am Mnbuto, Holder of Memories.

Far away lands, grasses, and animals still my heart as I gaze at the distant purple
mist above the Omlabe Hills. The herd will soon be crossing the mud-cracked earth on
its journey to the winter watering hole. The shriek of the white-plumed shobok will be
muffled by the trumpeting of Longtuk, the father I still long to see.

I am Mubuto, Holder of Memories.

The Mogobi' s fires are rekindled, and the tribe wakes to the banter of the children
stirring to play, the women squatting over bubbling bowls of touvla. The young men,
with their ebony bodies acre-striped, check their weapons before the hunt. With the
quickness of the spotted cat they disappear into the thicket surrounding the camp. The
old ones, with hunting stories of their own, tend to mending spears and long for days past.
Subobu slips away from the playing children and comes to me as he does each
mornmg. He, too, misses his father who was taken by the black rhino during the spring
hunt.
I see the longing in his eyes, and I stretch my tethered leg and reach out to him
with my trunk.

I am Mubuto, Holder of Memories.
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Reflections in the Humanities Classroom

The study of the humanities gives students the background needed for a greater
understanding of their world--past, present, and future. Using a chronological approach,
the students view paintings, sculpture, photographs, films, and architectural designs.
They listen to music and vocals. Students use reading, writing, and mathematical skills to
create their own art, music, architectural designs, and writings. It is not enough to explore
a work of art by viewing, touching, or hearing. The student must write what he or she
feels, thinks, and comes to know about the work and, inevitably, of himself or herself.
At first, I lecture about a work and let the student take it in visually, tactically, and
kinesthetically with movement and dance. But this, while stimulating and producing
lively discussions, is not enough. It is only when I incorporate writing in the assignments
that I have success in leading students to an appreciation of the work and its connection to
them.
The idea to use cave drawings comes from my fascination with the prehistoric art
discovered in Lascaux, France, and Altamira, Spain. What better way to begin a unit on
art than at the beginning? Students are amazed at the talent, creativity, and accuracy with
which prehistoric artists captured a part of their way of life.
As part of the unit, I use the video series, The St01y of Painting, by Sister Wendy
Beckett. She is an art maven, author, and lecturer who embraces art. Her enlightened
dialog captures the students' interest and draws them into the works of art.
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The students explore their feelings through writing their reflections about the art
work, and in the process, they come to know more about themselves.
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The Hedge

The street looked familiar as I drove up to my sister's new house. Yes, Aunt
Betty and the girls had lived just around the corner on Park Avenue. The old Capri
Theater, so full on those twenty-five cent Saturdays, was now a gallery. As I drove down
Cloverdale Road, a memory came to my mind. The hedge around my sister's house was
it--yes, the same hedge we still squealed over when the cousins reminisced. Stopping the
car, I approached the thick wall of sticky greenery. Nothing there. But something was
there on that matinee morning.
Murray, Margaret, Nancy, and I had just laughed our way out of the Capri Theater
and made the turn down Cloverdale Road for the short walk to Aunt B's. We reached the
curve in the road and saw a familiar sight. Aunt B was driving in her green Plymouth
toward Park Avenue with Mother and Plum, the dog. The very second our eyes spotted
the car, the hedge to our left came alive. The growl was low and menacing. We
screamed and frantically tried to flag down Aunt B. She smiled, waved back, and turned
the corner onto Park Avenue.
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Lisa Wi{Ciams

"Tlireefingers fio(i{ tlieyen, 6ut tlie wlio(e 6od'y works."
--Med'ieva( scri6e

I,

I
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I Can Swim, But I Should Fly: Lessons for Lifetime Learners

In his painting, I Can Swim, But I Should Fly, Guilberto Ruiz shows several versions of
the same man. Ruiz foregrounds the man confidently swimming along. And the same man is
there wearing fish on his feet, walking on the water. Yet again he appears, this time wearing birds
for hands and attempting to fly. I believe the man in this intriguing picture represents each of us,
underscoring our tendency to remain comfortable and safe with what we know well and do
easily, even though greater and more challenging achievements are possible, although difficult.
The title of the painting, I Can Swim, But I Should Fly, suggests more than just possibilities. A
metaphor for life, it suggests an obligation to accomplish as much as we can. I believe that for
English and language arts teachers, the painting can represent both accomplishments and
possibilities in our own literacy.

If we think back over our history as language arts or English teachers, we can probably
acknowledge that our love of reading or our love of writing, or both, led us to our careers. When
I look back over my own early experiences with reading and writing, I can recall many
transforming moments with books and with writing:
•

I remember my mother's voice as she read to me at night.
I remember my first grade Tom and Betty book that moved me from the realm of
non-readers to readers.

•

I remember Emily Dickinson's proclamation: "I'm Nobody, Who Are You?"

•

I remember "the best of times, the worst of times" in Dickens' powerful tale of
love and sacrifice.

•

Williams 97
•

I remember Prufrock and realizing that I had also measured out my life in coffee spoons.
And I have powerful memories of writing, too.
I remember hearing my Christmas story read aloud to the class in second grade.
I remember my brother stealing my diary and letting all the boys read it.
•

I remember a freshman composition essay at Auburn University in Dr. Rygiel's
class in Haley Center; I even remember the topic: vote buying and selling in my
small hometown of Clio, Alabama.
I remember struggling with my thesis on Chaucer.

•

I remember my joy when an article I wrote about teaching writing was accepted by
ajournal.

Each of us remembers moments like these, moments that have made us want to spend our
lives helping others have such moments, too. One of my heroes, Donald Graves, believes that for
classroom teachers, reading and writing form "the base from which good teaching comes." He
believes, as I do, that much of the energy and inspiration for our teaching lives comes from our
own reading and writing (xiii).
But one of the great ironies of my life as an English teacher is that, unless I am very
careful, I allow myself too little time to pursue my own interests in the very things that led me to
this career--reading and writing. Now that's not to say that I don't do plenty of each. I do. But
too often, the reading and writing tasks that consume my time are done for business, not for the
pleasure and delight and learning that have always made me love reading and writing. How
amazing it is that, at many times in my life, the responsibilities of being an English teacher have
often distracted me from what made me want to be an English teacher.
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I suspect that many teachers of English share this experience. We have so many demands
at school--everything from trying to cover the state curriculum; to coping with 150 or more
students; to preparing solid and creative lessons for four or five preparations; to grading
countless papers; to prepping students for the SAT's; to keeping records of attendance, grades,
and lunch money, to meeting parent conferences; to being involved with committees, club
sponsorships, PTA, hall duty, lunch duty, and bus duty. And we have an equal number of
demands at home--family, friends, church, civic organizations, clubs, hobbies, exercise, and
recreations.
So how do we manage the conflicting demands? And in doing so, do we sometimes
forget to, fail to nurture our own literacy? With all the demands on our time and energy, how do
we find time and energy to grow as readers and writers?
I think an answer to this dilemma we create for ourselves--starving our own literacy as we
nurture the literacy of others--lies in what we have discovered in our own classrooms. Some of
the things that we believe about how students learn can be applied to the enhancement of our
own literacy. Let's consider some lessons from the classroom:

I. We learn best when all the language arts--reading, writing, listening, and speaking--are
engaged.
2. We learn best when we see some connection between our lives and interests and the
material being studied.
3. We learn best when given some control over our learning.
4. We learn best when we belong to a community of learners.
5. We learn best when we examine and try to understand our learning processes.

Let's consider the first two of these together:

'We learn best when all the language arts--

reading, writing, listening, and speaking--are engaged. " and "We learn best when we see same
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connection between our lives and our interests and the material being studied."

For many

years, being a teacher meant being a teller; teacher talk dominated the classroom. When the
teacher wasn't talking, the students, generally silent, were reading or writing what the teacher told
them to read and write. This model has changed as we have realized that active learning is
essential, that students need to read, write, and talk, as well as listen, and that students need to
read and write for genuine purposes, not just to build skills for some indefinite future.
How do these two classroom insights relate to our own literacy? From what I have
observed, most of us teachers have no problems finding time for listening and speaking. What
do we do when we are together? We talk about school. We eagerly share ideas with others about
our teaching, about our lives. We find time to talk and listen, strengthened by this camaraderie.
Generally, though, we are stingier with our time and energy when it comes to reading and
writing, except perhaps for what we believe we must read and write to fulfill our job
responsibilities. This is a lot like having students read basals and never read great children's
literature, a lot like having students do all the exercises in the grammar book and never having
them write. Nancie Atwell, in In the Middle, expresses it this way: "Genuine, independent
writing--and reading--are not the icing on the cake, the reward we proffer gifted twelfth graders
who've survived the curriculum. Reading and writing are the cake" (62).
Just as these are the cake for our students, they are also the cake for us! So what should
we do about our own reading and writing?

Let's look back at another lesson from the

classroom: We learn best when given some control over our learning.
Just as the idea of "empowering" students as learners is important in the classroom, so is
our need to control our own learning. We can develop this sense of control by planning, by
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setting goals for ourselves as teachers. I don't often quote coaches, but one of my favorite
comments on life comes from Yogi Berra, who reportedly once said, "If you don't know where
you're going, you'll probably wind up somewhere else."
Although we plan carefully for our students, most of us tend not to plan for our own
learning. I believe that we need to make our desire to enhance our own reading and writing
concrete by setting specific, written goals for ourselves. We require specific reading and writing
of our students; why should we not require this of ourselves? Ten books, twenty books; ten
minutes of writing a day, some poetry, an article?
Most of us carry around a mental list of books we want or need to read. We should make
this list tangible by writing down the names of the books, then reading them! In fact, keeping
reading lists of books we want to read and books we have read is as important for us as it is for
our students. We also need to take risks with our reading, moving beyond our favorite types of
reading and trying new things.
We should also set writing goals. In Discover Your Own Literacy, Donald Graves
advises us to make up our minds that we will take ten minutes a day to write. Graves
recommends that we create "literate occasions" for writing about something from our teaching or
from our lives. He suggests capturing as many details as possible and assures us that "the hard
part is finding the first ten minutes" (22) and that a routine is essential (26). He insists that we
reject "the common notion that writers feel inspired when they write" (27). He simply urges us to
write on a regular basis in a notebook that we keep handy for our writing (29).
I suppose he's really telling us, in a way, to keep a journal, even though he's not using that
term. Although I have the typical love-hate relationship teachers usually have with
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journals--for my students and for myself, I keep using them, because I believe they have real
value for thinking and self-knowledge. For some time now, I have kept a notebook or life book
for thinking, drafts, notes, ideas. Joan Didion, one of my favorite modern essayists, once wrote
an explanation for her journal keeping in "On Keeping a Notebook":
I think we are well advised to keep on nodding terms with the people we used to
be whether we find them attractive company or not.. .. We forget all too soon the
things we thought we would never forget .. .! have already lost touch with a couple
of people I used to be. (99-100)
And although Didion focuses on self-knowledge, we need to remember the power of writing for
learning, too.
I suspect that all of us would promise right now to read and write more. But just like
New Year's resolutions, these pledges are easy to break or forget. So how do we help ourselves
to keep the resolution to enhance our own literacy? Let's go back once again to another
classroom lesson: We leam best when we belong to a community of learners.
In our classrooms, we have seen the power of learning groups. Don't we deserve this
kind of intellectual and emotional support for ourselves? I believe this connection is as essential
to us as it is to our students. Teachers need to belong, in Frank Smith's words, to one or more
"literacy clubs," groups that nurture our growth as readers and writers (11-12 ).
Some of these groups are informal--fellow teachers, friends; others are more formal. For
teachers in Alabama, three formal communities of learners are available: the Alabama Reading
Association, the Alabama Council of Teachers of English, and the Alabama Writing Project

Williams 102
Network. Belonging to groups such as these brings us together with teachers of kindred spirit-committed to teaching, interested in learning.
Technology also gives us links to groups of readers and writers around the world. A good
place to start is the NCTE (National Council of Teachers of English) home page at NCTE.org.
This site tells all about this organization and provides links to other sites of interest to English
and language arts teachers. We can also connect indirectly with others by reading and writing for
journals for teachers.
I want us to consider one more lesson from the classroom: We learn best when we
examine and try to understand our own learning processes. More and more, we are realizing in
our classrooms the value of having students reflect on what they are learning, how they are
learning, and why they are learning. This ongoing "audit of meaning," as Ann Berthoff calls it,
can be a powerful force (25). Many of us combine this with the use of portfolios, providing the
students and ourselves ongoing measures of students' intellectual growth.
Similar reflection on our learning is also beneficial. The reading lists we keep, the
writing that examines our reading or teaching or living, these are powerful reflective tools. I
believe, too, that each of us should establish and keep up to date a portfolio that tracks the growth
of our work as teachers. A drawer, a file cabinet, a box, a closet--some place is needed to keep
the evidence of our growth as teachers. I have kept a teaching portfolio now for nine years; each
year's work is arranged in a large notebook filled with information on my teaching, copies of
papers I have presented, publications, programs from conferences, student samples, notes to
myself about my teaching. I value my portfolio most for keeping me focused as a teacher and for
keeping me aware of who I am professionally. We can be as simple or as elaborate with this
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collection of literacy as we choose, but we must monitor our own learning as carefully as we
monitor that of our students.

If we give ourselves the benefit of these lessons we have learned about teaching, we will
see our own literacy enriched. As teachers, we know better than anyone the need to keep
learning all through life. Guilberto Ruiz is right; we can swim, but we should fly. I believe that if
we think of ourselves as learners who deserve the same opportunities to develop our literacy as
we give our students, we can better nurture ourselves as learners; we can let our literacy soar.
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This book is filled with ideas that will help to confirm and conform the reader's
knowledge of style. When one begins to write, style is the focus of the writer, for it helps
the reader to identify the author. Jensen and DiTiberto have drawn two conclusions:
1) Teachers feel comfortable while teaching skills that they learned easily. 2) Those
skills are perceived as easy because of the relaxed attitude of the teacher.
Sudealia Douthard

Kellaher, Karen. "Get Kids' Work Published!" Instructor 108.6 (1999): 14.
Karen Kellaher provides tips from children's magazine editors which can help
children write articles that might be published in such magazines as Merlyn 's Pen,
Highlights for Children, and Jack and Jill. "Writing with the intent of publishing or
sharing what we've written is a crucial part of the writing process." Audience is an
important part of producing written material. One of the suggestions is for the student to
read the publication to see what the editors are looking for in style and content. Just with
this one suggestion, there is reading, editing, analyzing style, and comprehension of
content. All the suggestions are very useful. Addresses for the major magazines are
listed at the end of the article.
Margaret Hendrix
Murray, Donald M. "Teach Writing as a Process Not Product." Leaming by Teaching.
Portsmouth: Heinemann, 1985.
The author explains the writing process as the process of discovery through
language. In Chapter 3, he identifies the three stages of the writing process and tells how
to motivate students to pass through the process. Murray gives suggestions for teachers
on teaching the process and identifies ten implications for the writing process. This
chapter presents an excellent guide for teachers establishing a writing environment.
Murray believes that a teacher using the writing process method will develop students
who see writing as a process, not a product.
Dorothy Phillips
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Murray, Donald M. A Writer Teaches Writing. 2 nd ed. Boston: Houghton-Mifflin, 1995.
Murray, a pioneer in writing instruction, outlines the successful methods he has
used to teach writing as a process. Murray breaks down the daunting tasks of teaching
writing into smaller more manageable sections that can be easily adapted to any teacher's
needs. Murray also includes questions on forming groups, inspiring writing, and
publishing. Furthermore, he deals briefly with assessment. This book is a "must-have"
on any instructor's or writer's bookshelf.
Christine Smart
Smith, Mary and Miriam Ylvisaker. Teachers' Voices: Portfolios in the Classroom.
Berkley: National Writing Project of America, 1993.
Thirteen teachers write about their experiences with portfolios in the classroom.
Dixie Dellinger writes of portfolios that 'celebrate' achievement and learning. Mary Kay
Dean's use of portfolios as a tool of discovery brings to light evaluation as a "missing
link" in her classroom. Her students' reflections give her insight into the power they now
have as writers. Tamsie West's "Casting my Net" reflects how students gained
autonomy, analyzed growth, and developed pride in their work. She cast her net and got
more than she was looking for. "Interviewing Students About Their Portfolios" by Bob
Ingalls and Joyce Jones shows the importance of including the student in the evaluation
process. The writers' "input" gives a new perspective on the process of portfolio
assessment. Teachers' Voices sounds loud and clear to those who will listen.
Madeline Wigley

Tsujimato, Joseph I. Teaching Poetry Writing to Adolescents. Urbana: NCTE, 1988.
In this book, Joseph Tsujimato unveils many highly successful ways to get young
people to write poetry. After discussing in the first two chapters such things as what
kinds of assignments can be made, how revision of such assignments can be handled, and
how evaluations can be done, the author gives directions in the final chapter for writing
particular kinds of poems such as Found Poems, which take words from other sources
and arrange them into poetry; Circle Poems, in which the title leads to a word closely
associated with it for the first line which leads to a closely associated word for the second
line, etc.; Extended Metaphors, in which the writer carries a metaphor throughout the
poem; and Change Poems, in which a person changes into a component of the product he
or she is producing. All together, there are eighteen different poems teachers can use in
their classrooms. Joseph Tsujimato gives teachers all the information they need to make
poetry an integral part of their teaching activities.
Gloria Horton

